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SAINT COLMAN OF OUGHAVAL 
(whose Memory the Cnurch Keeps on 15 May) 


St. Colman was a disciple of St. Columba, Abbot of 


Jona, and St. Fintan, Abbot of Clonenagh. In the maryrology 
of Tallagh he is included as Colman Mac h Laighsi on 15 
May. He was of the family (clan) of Laoighsigh Ceannmoir, 
son of Conall Cearnach, a celebrated = - 
Ultonian hero who lived in the Ist cen- 
tury. His father was Lugna and his grand- 
father Eugene. Their tribe-name was Mac 
Ua Loighse. 

The first mention of St. Colman, a pi- 
ous youth and native of the Portlaoise area 
in the province of Leinster, is in the life of 
St. Fintan of Clonenagh. He desired to 
dedicate his whole life to the service of 
Christ in prayer and ascetic labor. To this 
end he made a pilgrimage to Iona to seek 
spiritual counsel from the renowned abbot 
of that holy island, St. Columba. He re- 
mained at Iona for several years as a novice, 
learning the disciplines of the monastic life. 

Later, Colman felt the call to return to 
Ireland, and he asked St. Columba how it 
would be possible to live there without be- 
ing able to confess his sins to his abbot. St. 
Colman said, “Go to that pious man whom J see standing 
among the angels and before the tribunal of Christ, on each 
Sunday night.” Colman asked, “Who and what sort of man is 
he?” The holy abbot answered, “There is a certain saintly and 
handsome man, in your part of the country, whose complex- 


ion is florid, whose eyes are brightly sparkling, and whose white 
locks of hair are thinly scattered on his head.” To this, Colman 
replied: “I know of no man answering this description in my 
country except Abbot Fintan.” Then St. Columba confirmed, 
ee = “It is he, my son, whom I see before the tri- 
bunal of Christ. Go to him, for he is a true 
shepherd of Christ's flock, and he shall bring 
many souls with him to the kingdom of 
Christ.” 

Colman received the blessing of St. 
Columba, and set out on the journey to his 
native land. Coming to St. Fintan, Colman 
told him all that the abbot of Iona had said. 
On hearing these things, the elderly abbot 
blushed deeply, so it seemed as though his 
face were on fire. He cautioned Colman 
not to report these things to anyone, at least 
not during his own lifetime. 

Coman selected Oughaval, a townland 
within the present-day Parish of Stradbally 
in County Laois, as the site of his monastic 
settlement. The exact date of founding of 
the monastery is unknown, but it was shortly 
before the repose of St. Fintan in about 595. 


The place can still be identified, and the burial ground is still 


inuse. However, it is impossible to recognize the actual church 
or monastic building, since the stone was reused at the begin- 
ning of the 18th century, to build a folly intended to look like 
a ruined medieval church. 


(text and Icon distributed by St. Colman’s Orthodox Church, Stradbally Hall, Co. Laois, Ireland) 


THE LIFE OF ST. SERAPHIM OF SAROV 


Saint Seraphim was born in the town of Kursk 
on 19 July 1759, of pious and well-to-do parents. 
Nine days later he was baptized and given the name 
of Prochorus. His father, Isidore Moshnin, was by 
trade a builder and was very devoted to the Church. 
His mother, Agathia, even more than her husband, 
was noted for her piety and charity. At the age of 
three Prochorus lost his father. He was therefore 
brought up entirely by his mother who gave him a 
Christian education and taught him to love prayer 
and the Church. 

Even in early childhood it became clear that he 
was under the special protection of God. Once his 
mother went to supervise the building of a church. 
Prochorus, who was then seven, went with her to 
the very top of the bell-tower. Accidentally the 
child fell from the belfry to the ground. Agathia in 
horror rushed down, expecting to find him dead; 
but she was astonished and overjoyed to find him 
standing on his feet, quite unhurt. Thus the grace 
of God protected His chosen servant, according to 
the promise of Scripture: “There shall no evil come 
to thee, neither shall any plague come near thy 
dwelling. For He shall give His angels charge over 
thee to guard thee in all thy ways. They shall bear 
thee in their hands, that thou strike not thy foot 
against a stone’ (Ps. 90, 10-12). 

At the age of nine Prochorus began to study 
Church Slavonic, and was soon able to read and 
write in that language, for he had a bright mind 
and good memory. But suddenly he became seri- 
ously ill, so that it was not thought that he would 
recover. Just at that critical time in his sleep he had 
a vision of the Most Holy Mother of God who 
promised to visit him and heal his sickness. It was 
not long before she kept her promise. When the 
wonderworking icon of Our Lady of the Sign was 
carried in procession through Kursk, to make the 
way shorter on account of the rain the procession 
went through the Moshnin’s yard. The pious 
Agathia took her sick child in her arms and carried 
him out to the Mother of God. The boy kissed the 
icon, and soon after he completely recovered. 

As he devoted himself to the study of Holy 
Scripture and other spiritual books, his mind was 


drawn more and more to God, with love for Whom 
his pure soul was aflame. At the same time, his 
elder brother, who was engaged in trade, began to 
give Prochorus some business training; but the boy’s 
inclinations did not lie in that direction, for he was 
bent on acquiring spiritual treasure. It was not 
possible for him to attend the divine liturgy on or- 
dinary days, yet scarcely a single day passed with- 
out his visiting a church, and he used to rise at 
dawn so as to attend matins. On Sundays and feast 
days he especially loved to spend his free time in 
reading spiritual books, which he sometimes read 
aloud to his playmates, though he preferred soli- 
tude and silence. 

When he was seventeen he finally decided to 
leave the world and become a monk. So with his 
mother’s blessing he first went on a pilgrimage to 
the Kiev-Petchersk Monastery. It was on this oc- 
casion that he was told by a certain hermit called 
Dositheus who had the gift of spiritual insight to 
go to Sarov, for he saw that the boy would make a 
good ascetic: 

“Go, child of God,” said Dositheus, “and stay 
in the Sarov Monastery. That place will be to you 
for your salvation. With God’s help, there you will 
finish your earthly pilgrimage. The Holy Spirit 
Who is the source of all blessings will direct your 
life in holiness.” 

So in 1778 Prochorus went to Sarov where he 
was lovingly welcomed by the superior, Father 
Pachomius, who added him to the number of nov- 
ices and entrusted him for spiritual training to the 
wise elder, Father Joseph, who was then the trea- 
surer of the monastery. And Prochorus carried out 
all his monastic rules and obediences with the great- 
est of alacrity. He worked in the bakery, at prosphora- 
making, and in the carpenter's shop. Besides that, 
he performed the duties of sacristan in church. He 
was never idle, but by constant work he tried to avoid 
accidie or tedium* which he regarded as one of the 
most dangerous temptations of a monk. 

In church Prochorus stood immovable to the 
end of the service, however long it might be. When 


* A state of spiritual prostration when everything becomes 
tedious and one becomes despondent. 
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not in church, he loved to be alone in his cell. 
Whatever obedience he was doing, he had in his 
memory and in his heart unceasingly the prayer of 
Jesus, and by its power he conquered the various 
temptations of the enemy. He was not content 
with the peace and quiet of the monastery. In imi- 
tation of certain elders who (with the superior’s 
blessing) for greater solitude went out of the mon- 
astery enclosure into the depths of the forest, the 
young ascetic, with the blessing of his spiritual fa- 
ther, also spent his free time in silent prayer in the 
forest. With prayer he combined fasting: on 
Wednesday and Friday he did not eat at all, while 
on other days he took food only once. All admired 
and loved the extraordinary novice, whose constant 
and striking asceticism it was hard to hide in spite 
of his profound humility. How everybody loved 
him may be seen from the following incident. 

In 1780 Prochorus fell ill. His whole body 
became swollen, and he lay motionless in great pain 
on his hard bed. There was no doctor and the 
malady responded to no treatment. Apparently it 
was dropsy. It lasted for three years, and half of 
that time the sufferer spent in bed. But Prochorus 
never murmured; he had surrendered the whole of 
himself, body and soul, to the Lord, and he prayed 
to Him unceasingly. His spiritual father and di- 
rector, the elder Joseph, served him during his ill- 
ness like a simple novice. The superior of the 
Monastery, the elder Pachomius, was constantly 
with him. The elder Isaiah and the brethren also 
tended him with the greatest care. At last, fearing 
that the illness might prove fatal, Father Pachomius 
firmly proposed to send for a doctor. But the saint 
with even greater firmness refused medical help. 

“T have surrendered myself, holy father,” he said 
“to the true Physician of souls and bodies, our Lord 
Jesus Christ and His Immaculate Mother. But if your 
love sees fit, supply me, for the Lord’s sake, with the 
heavenly remedy” (i. e. Holy Communion). 

Then Father Joseph served an all-night vigil and 
liturgy for the health of Prochorus; and the breth- 
ren came to the service to pray for the sufferer. After 
the liturgy, Prochorus was confessed and commu- 
nicated in his cell. It was after this communion 
that the Most Holy Mary appeared to him in an 
ineffable light with the Apostles Peter and John. 


Turning her face to St. John, she said, pointing with 
her finger at the patient: 

“This is one of our kind!”* 

Then she laid her right hand on his head, and 
at once the water in his swollen body began to run 
out through an opening in his right side. In a short 
time Prochorus was completely healed. Only a scar 
remained to bear witness to his wonderful healing. 
In the following year instead of the cell which had 
been the site of the apparition of the Mother of 
God, a two-story church was built with two altars, 
and beside it a hospital. Prochorus himself was 
entrusted by the superior with the obedience of 
collecting the money needed for these buildings. 
And for the lower hospital church the saint made 
the altar with his own hands of cypress wood. Af- 
ter this altar was consecrated on 17 August 1786. 
St. Seraphim till the end of his life preferred to re- 
ceive Holy Communion in this church — in 
memory of God’s great mercy shown to him on 
this spot. 

When he had been eight years as a novice in 
Sarov, on 13 August 1786, at the age of twenty- 
seven, Prochorus was professed as a monk by the 
abbot Pachomius and was given the new name of 
Seraphim.** The angelic habit and his angelic 
name, reminding him of the white purity and flam- 
ing love of the angels, roused him to even greater 
fervor and zeal in the service of God. He redoubled 
his labors and penances, and was still more often 
in solitude, when he immersed himself in interior 
prayer and contemplation of the Divine Nature. 

A year later, in December 1787, the saint was 
ordained a deacon. From that time for about six 
years, he served as a deacon daily almost without 
interruption. On the eves of feasts and Sundays, 
he used to spend the whole night in vigil and fer- 
vent prayer without rest until the actual liturgy. 
And after the service he remained for a long time 
in church, putting in order the sacred vessels and 


* Or, “This is one of our race, one of our type, one of us, i. e, 
one of the heavenly company, a heavenly man. 

** The Hebrew word “Seraphim” means: flaming, burning. 
It is the special name of that order of holy angels which occu- 
pies the first place and stands nearest to God in the heavenly 
hierarchy. This name was given to Prochorus without his 
choice or knowledge, and is an indication as to how highly 
his monastic authorities esteemed him. 
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tidying the sanctuary. Yet St. Seraphim scarcely 
ever felt tired; after all his vigils and labors he did 
not need a long rest, and he often completely for- 
got about food and drink. And even when he did 
go to rest, he regretted that man cannot serve God 
uninterruptedly like the angels. 

Higher and higher up the ladder of virtue and 
divine contemplation rose St. Seraphim’s soul. And 
as if in response to his holy zeal the Lord consoled 
and strengthened him in his labors with heavenly vi- 
sions which he became apt to contemplate as a result 
of his purity of heart, unbroken fasting and the con- 
stant elevation of his soul to God. Thus sometimes 
during the services in church he saw holy angels 
concelebrating and singing with the brethren in the 
form of young men flashing like lightning dressed in 
garments of white woven with gold. Their singing 
cannot be described as it resembles no earthly melody. 
“And my heart becomes like melting wax,” he said in 
the words of the Psalmist (Ps. 21,15), as he recalled 
the unspeakable joy he experienced during those heav- 
enly visions. And such was his joy that he could re- 
member nothing. He could only remember that he 
went to church and came out again. 

But particularly remarkable was the vision 
which the saint was once granted during the di- 
vine liturgy in passion week. It was on Great Thurs- 
day. The liturgy was celebrated by the reverend 
Fathers Pachomius ‘and Joseph, with St. Seraphim 
as deacon. In «fact Pachomius was so deeply at- 
tached to him that he scarcely served without him. 
After the little entry and the readings, the saint 
exclaimed: “O Lord, save the pious,”* And then 
going out through the royal doors with the words: 
“And unto the ages of ages,” he pointed with his 
stole (orarion) to the people present. Suddenly a 
light from above shone upon him like the rays of 
the sun. Raising his eyes to the light, blessed Sera- 
phim saw our Lord Jesus Christ in the form of the 
Son of Man in glory, shining more brightly than 
the sun with an ineffable light and surrounded by 
the heavenly powers: angels, archangels, cherubim 
and seraphim. He proceeded through the air from 
the western doors of the church. On reaching the 
ambon, He raised His hands and blessed the clergy 


* In Byzantium at this moment the emperor entered the 


church. 


and congregation. Then He stepped into His local 
image to the right of the royal gates and was trans- 
figured, surrounded by choirs of angels whose un- 
earthly light shone all through the church. 

the saint’s heart was filled to overflowing with 
unutterable joy in the sweetness of ardent love for 
the Lord. His own appearance changed, and he 
shone with the heavenly light of divine grace. He 
could not move from his place or utter a word. 
Many noticed this but could not understand what 
had happened. Then two deacons took him by 
the arms and led him into the sanctuary. But for 
about two hours he stood motionless in ecstasy. 
Only his face changed; now it would become white 
as snow, now a flush would spread all over it. 

The celebrants Pachomius and Joseph thought 
that he had been overcome by a fit of weakness, 
which was not unlikely on Great Thursday after 
the long fast. But when St. Seraphim came to him- 
self they asked him what had happened. And he 
told them humbly and with child-like trust about 
his vision. The experienced elders laid up all that 
he said in their heart; but they told Seraphim to 
beware of pride and not to entertain for a moment 
any thought of his worthiness before God. So the 
saint kept his secret to himself; and apart from these 
two elders, none at the time knew of the wonder- 
ful visitation that God had granted him. 

Protected by profound humility, after this vi- 
sion the saint went from strength to strength. By 
continually practicing self-denial and mortification, 
he went faithfully and unswervingly by the royal way 
of the cross. From this time he began to seek silence 
more and more, and even more often than before he 
used to go off to the Sarov forest for prayer, where a 
lonely cell (hut) was built for him. He spent his 
days from morning till evening in the monastery, 
performing the church services and carrying out his 
monastic rules and obediences. In the evening he 
would go off to his solitary cell to spend the night in | 
prayer. But early in the morning he again returned 
to the monastery to carry out his duties. 

In 1773, at the age of thirty-four, Father Sera- 
phim was ordained priest in Tambov by Bishop 
Theophilus. After that, for a long period he served 
daily without a break and received the Holy Mys- 
teries daily with great faith and reverence. 
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In 1794 Saint Seraphim took upon himself an 
even harder kind of life, that of a solitary in the 
silence of the forest. This was after the death of his 
beloved superior Father Pachomius who, shortly 
before his death, had blessed him to go into soli- 
tude. With bitter tears he accompanied his 
superior’s body to the grave. Then, having obtained 
the blessing of the new abbot, Father Isaiah, who 
was also his spiritual father, he left the community 
for silent struggles in the “desert.” 

The cell or hut where St. Seraphim now went to 
live was in a dense pine forest, on a high hillock ona 
bank of the River Sarovka, between five and six versts 
from the monastery. It consisted of a single room 
with a stove. Close to his cell the saint made a small 
vegetable garden, and afterwards an apiary which he 
surrounded with a fence. Not far from him other 
Sarov hermits lived in solitude, and all the surround- 
ing country consisted of elevations covered with for- 
est and the monks cells reminded him of holy moun- 
tain Athos. So the saint called his hillock Mount 
Athos, and to other places he gave the names of vari- 
ous holy places: Jerusalem, Bethlehem, Jordan, the 
Kedron torrent, Golgotha, the Mount of Olives, 
Tabor — as if he wanted to have a more vivid pic- 
ture of the sacred events of the earthly life of our 
Savior to whom he had finally surrendered his will 
and his whole life. And he loved to read on those 
spots the corresponding account in the Holy Gos- 
pels. In his Bethlehem vineyard he would sing the 
Gospel doxology: “Glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, goodwill among men” (Lk. 2, 
14). On the banks of the Sarovka, as if it were the 
Jordan, he would read about St. John the Baptist’s 
preaching and Christ's Baptism. He would listen to 
the Sermon on the Mount and the Nine Beatitudes 
on a certain hill near the Sarovka, while on another 
elevation called Tabor he would contemplate with 
the apostles the glory of the transfigured Lord. Ina 
dense part of the forest he would re-live our Lord's 
agony of prayer in Gethsemane and, moved to the 
depths of his soul by our Redeemer’s interior suffer- 
ings, he would weep profusely and pray for his sal- 
vation. On what he called the Mount of Olives he 
would contemplate the glory of Christ’s Ascension 
to heaven and his session at the right hand of God 
the Father. 


Saint Seraphim always wore the same simple, 
even wretched clothing. On his head an old 
kamilavka, on his shoulders a half-caftan in the form 
of a white linen smock, on his hands white leather 
mitts, on his feet leather stockings and bast shoes. 
On his breast hung invariably the copper cross with 
which his mother had blessed him, while on his back 
hunga bag in which he unceasingly carried the Holy 
Gospel so that he could constantly read it, and to 
remind him of the carrying of Christ's easy yoke. 

In cold weather the saint gathered branches and 
brushwood which he chopped into firewood with 
an axe to heat his wretched cell. In summer he 
worked in his little vegetable garden which he culti- 
vated and manured himself and which supplied him 
with most of his food. For manuring the soil he 
used to walk on hot summer days to marshy places 
to gather moss; and as he went stripped to the waist, 
the mosquitoes and other insects which infest 
marshes stung him badly so that he not only be- 
came swollen but even blue and covered with blood. 
But the holy ascetic endured these tortures volun- 
tarily for the Lord’s sake and even rejoiced over them 
because, as he said later, “the passions are extermi- 
nated by sorrow and suffering, either voluntary or 
sent by Providence.” And so, for the more perfect 
and thorough purification of his soul he took upon 
himself voluntary sufferings. And during whatever 
physical work he was doing, whether gathering moss, 
or manuring the soil, or sowing, or watering, or gath- 
ering vegetables, the saint constantly glorified God 
and poured out his quiet, holy joy in the songs of 
the Church of which he knew by heart a large num- 
ber. He specially loved and often sang the wonder- 
ful dogmatic to the Mother of God whom he re- 
garded as the protectress of his solitude: “Let us 
sing the praises of Mary the Virgin, door of Heaven, 
glory of all the world.” And he used to sing that 
antiphon which expresses the solitary life and gives 
wings to the soul: “Solitaries, who are outside this 
vain world, have an unceasing divine longing.” And 
he sang of the heavenly world in order to raise his 
soul to the great work of love for God: “Oh Thou 
Who hast produced everything from nothing, cre- 
ating by the word, perfecting by the Spirit, supreme 
All-Ruler, establish me in Thy love.” In this way the 
saint maintained his union with God as much by 
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action in time of action, as by prayer in time 
of prayer. 

In the midst of such active prayer, when at work 
in the garden or with the bees or in the forest, the 
saint would be immersed in such profound contem- 
plation that all of a sudden he would stop working, 
the tools fall from his hands, his arms drop to his 
sides, and he would be rapt in ecstasy. At such times 
people did not disturb him but left him in peace. In 
every object, in every action, St. Seraphim saw its 
hidden relation to the spiritual life; and by consider- 
ing it, he raised his heart and mind to God. 

Saint Seraphim also devoted much time to read- 
ing, especially Holy Scripture and the Church ser- 
vices. The first book for him was the Holy Gospel 
which he carried about with him wherever he went. 
He made it a rule to read every day a certain amount 
from the Gospel and the Apostle. “The soul must 
be fed on the Word of God,” he said later, “for the 
word of God is the bread of angels, and souls that 
are hungry for God are nourished by it. Above all 
spiritual exercises, the reading of the New Testament 
and Psalter must occupy the first place. From read- 
ing Holy Scripture, illumination takes place in the 
understanding which is changed with a divine 
change. One must so train oneself that the mind as 
it were swims” in the law of the Lord, by the guid- 
ance of which one must order one’s life. It is very 
profitable to make a practice of reading the Word of 
God in solitude and to read through the whole Bible 
intelligently. For that exercise alone, quite apart from 
other good works, the Lord will not deprive a man 
of His mercy, but will fill him with the gift of un- 
derstanding, as well as peace of soul and the supreme 
gift of heartfelt compunction. In Sacred Scripture 
he sought not only the truth, but also fervor and 
warmth of spirit. And often as he read, his eyes shed 
tears of compunction through which, as he himself 
taught, the whole being is warmed and the soul is 
filled with spiritual gifts which delight the mind and 
heart beyond all description. 

Every day the saint performed the monastic rule 
of prayer according to the order used by the an- 
cient Christians who lived in the desert. At the 


* “Scripture is a body of water at once expansive and deep. 
In one place a lamb can walk, and in another an elephant can 
swim’ (St. Gregory the Dialogist). 


proper time he sang and read the Ist, 3rd, 6th and 
9th hours, vespers, little compline, and the prayers 
before sleep. But often instead of the evening rule 
of prayer he made one thousand prostrations and 
read nocturns and other church services. Having 
experienced all the forms and degrees of prayer, he 
not only attained to the constant practice of so- 
called mental prayer but he even rose to the loftiest 
heights of contemplation when the mind and heart 
are united in prayer, the thoughts do not wander 
and the heart radiates spiritual warmth in which 
the light of Christ shines, filling the whole interior 
man with peace and joy. 

This is how St. Seraphim spent the week at his 
hermitage, but on the eves of Sundays and feasts 
he went to the monastery, attended vespers, the 
all-night vigil or matins, and at the early liturgy he 
partook of the Holy Mysteries. Then he received 
visitors till vespers. As soon as the bell rang for 
vespers, he took his bread for the week and returned 
to his cell in the forest. All the first week of the 
Great Fast he used to spend in the monastery, and 
at the end of the week he made his confession and 
received Holy Communion. 

With the work of prayer the blessed elder com- 
bined feats of great self-denial and abstinence. At 
the beginning of his solitary life he used to live on 
dry and moldy bread which he took with him from 
his monastery on Sundays for the whole week. But 
a good quantity of that bread he shared with wild 
animals and birds which had a great love for him 
and often visited the place of his holy labors. Even 
wild beasts the saint inspired with reverence. Thus 
he was frequently visited by a huge bear which he 
used to feed. And the bear obeyed the man of God 
and would go off into the forest when told to do so, 
and would even return later if ordered. Afterwards 
the saint increased his fasting and even denied him- 
self bread. He wished to feed himself like the Apostle 
by “working with his own hands” (I Cor. 4:12), so 
he used to eat nothing but vegetables from his own 
garden. And for the whole of the first week of the 
Great Fast he used to take no food at all until he 
partook of the Holy Mysteries on Saturday. After 
he stopped taking bread from the monastery he lived 
for more than two and a half years without bread of 
any kind, not only in summer but in winter too, 
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and people wondered how he kept alive. Only 
shortly before his death the saint told a few intimate 
friends that for about three years he had lived on 
soup made from sneet* which he gathered in sum- 
mer and dried for the winter. 

Meanwhile people began to disturb his silence. 
But having the gift of discernment of spirits, he 
was able to distinguish between those who were in 
real spiritual need and those who were not. For 
the latter he would not break his silence. And if he 
met anyone in the forest he usually did not talk to 
him, but humbly bowed and went away. “No one 
ever repented of silence,” he used to say later. He 
found it particularly difficult when women came 
to him; yet he could not refuse to direct them as he 
regarded it as a work pleasing to God. Then the 
holy elder had a bright idea. Women were not al- 
lowed on holy Mount Athos, so why should not he 
extend that rule to his hillock to which he had given 
the same name? To be quite sure of the will of God, 
he prayed fervently to the Lord and to the Holy 
Mother of God and asked for a sign. 

On Christmas day St. Seraphim went to the 
monastery and attended the late liturgy. After din- 
ner, which he had in his cell in the monastery, he 
went back and spent the night in his hermitage. On. 
26 December he again went to the monastery for 
the liturgy. It was-night, and as he reached the de- 
scent of his Mount Athos he saw that on both sides 
of the path enormous pine trees were bent down 
and were blocking the way. Father Seraphim fell on 
his knees, and thanked God for the wonderful an- 
swer to his prayer. Now he knew that it was the will 
of God that women should not be admitted to his 
mountain. Somehow he scrambled through the 
branches and reached the monastery for the liturgy. 
Father Isaiah was celebrating with other priests. Fa- 
ther Seraphim stood in the sanctuary. 

After the Great Entry, when half of the Song of 
the Cherubim had been sung, he went reverently 
up to the altar and said to Father Isaiah: 

“Father Abbot, give your blessing that women 
should not be allowed to come to the mountain on 
which I now live.” 

Father Isaiah, who was just preparing to read 


* A common herb in Russia with abundant underground roots, 
used in popular medicine and occasionally as a vegetable. 


the secret prayer of oblation, replied in a tone of 
displeasure: “At such a moment have you come 
with such a request, Father Seraphim!” 

“Now, now, give your blessing, Father,” said 
the saint, not put out in the least. 

“But how can I see that women don’t come five 
versts away?” 

“Only give your blessing, Father,” St. Seraphim 
insisted, “and not one of them will climb up my 
mountain.” 

Then the abbot blessed him with an icon of Our 
Lady of the Blessed Womb (the feast of this icon is on 
December 26th) and said: “I bless you not to allow 
women to visit your mountain; but see to it yourself.” 

St. Seraphim kissed the holy icon and went back 
to his place. That same day he returned to his her- 
mitage and barricaded the path with logs. After 
that he was troubled no more by visitors. 

At the sight of such holy labors the ancient 
enemy of the human race assailed the saint with 
every imaginable temptation. He tried to terrify 
the ascetic in various ways: now it would be the 
howling of a wild beast outside his cell, then it was 
just as ifa mob of people broke the door of his cell, 
battered the door-frame and threw a huge beam at 
the saint’s feet. Sometimes in the daytime too, but 
especially at night, while standing in prayer sud- 
denly it would seem as if his cell was tumbling down 
and from all sides frightful beasts were rushing at 
him with a wild roar. At other times an open cof- 
fin would appear before him and out would come 
a dead man. But all these terrible apparitions and 
temptations, which were sometimes accompanied 
even by bodily sufferings, the holy elder overcame 
by fervent prayer and conquered by the power of 
the holy and life-giving Cross. “The temptations 
of the devil,” he said later, “are like a cobweb; you 
only need to blow at it, and it will be destroyed. It 
is the same with our enemy the devil. You only 
need to shield yourself with the sign of the Holy 
Cross, and all his wiles will vanish completely.” And 
when a layman in the simplicity of his heart asked: 
“Father, have you seen evil spirits?” the saint merely 
replied with a smile: 

“They are foul: Just as it is impossible for a 
sinner to behold the light of an angel, so it is hor- 
tible to see devils, because they are foul.” 
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More than once St. Seraphim was tempted by 
the spirit of ambition when he was chosen to be the 
abbot or archimandrite of various monasteries. But 
he always refused such offers with unshakable firm- 
ness combined with profound humility. Then the 
devil raised within him a storm of mental conflict 
and despondency. St. Seraphim decided that vic- 
tory must be complete, and so took upon himself a 
new penance after the example of the ancient stylites. 

In the depths of the forest, about midway be- 
tween his cell and the monastery, lay a huge gran- 
ite boulder. Every night, unseen by human eyes, 
he climbed on that rock and, either standing or 
kneeling, he cried from the depths of his soul in 
the words of the Publican: 

“God, be merciful to me, a sinner!” 

And the new stylite dragged a smaller rock into 
his cell, and on that he prayed during the daytime so 
as not to be seen by people. In such prodigious labor 
St. Seraphim continued for a thousand days and a 
thousand nights, interrupting it only for a minimum 
of rest and food. The enemy was finally conquered, 
and the mental conflict stopped. But the excessive 
strain and constant standing for almost three years 
reduced the saint to a state of extreme physical ex- 
haustion: and he developed painful varicose ulcers 
on his legs which remained with him till his death. 

the saint tried to hide this prodigy of prayer 
from inquisitive human eyes and ears. But ru- 
mors of it reached the Bishop of Tamboy, and he 
asked Abbot Niphont for information. The lat- 
ter replied: “About the life and labors of Father 
Seraphim we know, but about his secret activities 
or his standing for a thousand days and nights on 
a rock, nobody knows.” 

Only shortly before his death the saint told 
some of the brethren about this remarkable inci- 
dent. One of them said in astonishment: “That is 
beyond human strength!” St. Seraphim replied: 

“St. Simeon the Stylite stood for forty-seven 
years onacolumn. Are my labors anything like 
this effort?” 

And when someone remarked that probably he 
felt at that time the help of grace strengthening 
him, he replied: 

“Yes, otherwise human strength would not have 
been sufficient. Inwardly I was strengthened and 


comforted by the heavenly gift which comes down 
from above from the Father of lights.” 

Then, after a short silence, he added: 

When there is compunction in the heart, then 
God is with us.” 

The devil had been put to shame, but he had 
not been put to silence. He had failed to expel 
the saint from his solitude by inner temptations 
and scares, so now he assailed him outwardly. 
This happened after ten years of solitary life, on 
12 September 1804. 

Father Seraphim happened to be cutting wood 
in the forest. Three unknown peasants went up to 
him and asked him for money. The saint replied 
that he never took money from anyone. They did 
not believe him, and assaulted him. St. Seraphim 
possessed great bodily strength, and as he had an 
axe in his hand, he could have defended himself. 
This thought, as he afterwards said, flashed through 
his mind. But he at once remembered the Savior’s 
words: “All who take the sword will perish by the 
sword” (Matt. 26:52). So he calmly put down the 
axe, crossed his arms on his breast, and said meekly: 

“Do what you want.” 

Then one of the robbers picked up the axe and 
with the handle gave the hermit a blow on the head. 
The blood poured from St. Seraphim’s mouth and 
ears, and he fell unconscious to the ground. But 
the man went on beating him savagely. At last, 
noticing that he was no longer breathing and think- 
ing that he was dead, they bound his hands and 
feet with a rope, intending to throw him into the 
river to cover up their crime. Meanwhile they made 
a thorough search of the cell, and even broke up 
the floor, but found nothing but an icon and a few 
potatoes. Then they were seized with fear and re- 
morse that they had killed, absolutely uselessly, a 
poor, holy man of God, and they ran off. 

When St. Seraphim regained consciousness he 
untied himself with difficulty, prayed for the forgive- 
ness of his murderers, and dragged himself to his cell 
where he spent the night in dreadful agony. Next day 
with the greatest difficulty he managed to reach the 
monastery in time for the liturgy. The brethren were 
horrified at the dreadful appearance of the saint. His 
hair and beard were clotted with mud and dirt; his 


face and hands bore numerous wounds; his mouth 


= HOis 


and ears were caked with blood; some of his teeth 
were broken. On being questioned by the monks the 
saint remained silent. But after the service he told 
father Isaiah and the confessor of the monastery all 
that had happened. He was kept in the monastery. 
For eight days he suffered unbearably; he lay scarcely 
alive without sleep or food of any kind. 

Then, fearing for his life, they sent for medical 
aid. Three doctors arrived and after examining St. 
Seraphim they found that his head was broken, his 
ribs smashed, his chest crushed, while his whole 
body was covered with wounds. Thy were amazed 
that a man could remain alive after all that. The 
superior was then sent for to decide what treat- 
ment should be undertaken. Till then St. Sera- 
phim had been conscious, but just when it was an- 
nounced that the superior was coming he fell into 
a light sleep and was granted a wonderful vision. 

The Most Holy Mother of God came to him 
in royal purple, surrounded with heavenly glory. 
Beside her were the Apostles Peter and John as on 
her first visit. Stopping beside the bed, with the 
finger of her right hand the Most Holy Virgin 
pointed at the sufferer, and turning her face to- 
wards the side where the doctors stood, she said: 

“Why do you trouble yourselves?” 

Then, turning her face to St. Seraphim again, 
she said: 

“This is one of my kind!” 

After that, the vision, of which those who were 
present had no suspicion, came to an end. And when 
the superior entered the cell, the sufferer had already 
come to himself. Father Isaiah began to urge him to 
accept the advice and help of the doctors. But in 
spite of his desperate condition, to everyone's sur- 
prise he replied firmly that he now wished for no 
human help. And he begged the superior to allow 
him to commit his life to God and the Most Holy 
Mother of God. The superior was forced to yield to 
the saint's wish. And as a result of his wonderful 
heavenly visitation, for several hours St. Seraphim 
was filled with unutterable joy. His pain now began 
to subside and he felt a gradual return of his strength. 
A little later that very day to everyone’s amazement 
he rose from his bed and began to walk about in his 
cell. In the evening he asked for some bread and 
some salt cabbage. 


Altogether the saint stayed in the monastery 
five months on this occasion. He carried the marks 
of this attack in his body for life. Even before he 
used to stoop, having been crushed by a falling tree; 
but now he was quite bent, and even walked lean- 
ing on a stick. Yet it was not long before he asked 
the superior to allow him to return to his hermit- 
age. Father Isaiah and the brethren tried to per- 
suade him to stay in the monastery for good. But 
the saint replied firmly that he regarded such at- 
tacks as nothing, and that he was ready to bear ev- 
ery kind of abuse or outrage or even death. Then 
Father Isaiah gave his blessing, and St. Seraphim 
returned to his cell in the forest. 

Soon after this the robbers were caught. They 
turned out to be serfs belonging to a landowner 
called Tatischev. They were going to be tried and 
punished but Saint Seraphim asked the superior 
and the landowner to forgive them. 

“Otherwise,” he said, “I shall leave Sarov mon- 
astery and go somewhere else.” 

His request was granted. The serfs were re- 
leased; but God punished them Himself. Their 
houses were burnt to the ground. Then the rob- 
bers repented and came to St. Seraphim in tears 
and asked for his forgiveness and holy prayers. And 
he gave them his blessing, and they changed their 
lives and returned to God. 

In 1806 the superior of Sarov, Father Isaiah, 
retired owing to age and ill health. Then the breth- 
ren unanimously chose St. Seraphim in his place. 
But on account of his profound humility and his 
extreme love for solitude and silence the saint re- 
fused the position. So Father Niphont was made 
the new Abbot of Sarov. 

Father Isaiah was now unable to walk the six 
versts to St. Seraphim on account of his poor health 
and physical weakness, and this caused him great 
sorrow. So the brethren used to carry him through 
the forest to Seraphim’s hermitage. Father Isaiah 
was the last of St. Seraphim’s close spiritual friends, 
and in 1807 he departed to the Lord. This was a 
deep grief to the saint, and from that time he be- 
gan to meditate still more on the shortness of this 
life, on the future life and on the last judgment. At 
the same time he began to pray with special fervor 
for the repose of the souls of blessed Pachomius, 
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Joseph and Isaiah who were so dear to his heart, 
and whenever he passed the monastery cemetery 
he always offered ardent prayers for them and for 
the other elders and ascetics. And he told the oth- 
ers to remember them more often in their prayers. 

“When you come to me,” he said to an ab- 
bess, “visit their graves, make three prostrations, 
and pray to God that He may give rest to the souls 
of His servants Isaiah, Pachomius, Joseph, Mark 
and others. And then say for yourself: ‘Forgive 
me, holy fathers, and pray for me.’ They are fiery 
pillars from earth to heaven.” 

St. Seraphim wanted to profit by the death of 
Father Isaiah, as he had profited by the death of Fa- 
ther Pachomius. Then he had retired from the mon- 
astery into the wilderness; now he chose silence af- 
ter the example of St. Arsenius the Great and John 
the Silent. If visitors came, he did not go out to 
them. If he happened to meet anyone in the forest, 
he fell flat on his face and lay on the ground until 
the person had passed. He even stopped going to 
the monastery on Sundays and feast days. Food was 
brought to him once a week, on Sundays. The 
brother would say the customary prayer and the holy 
elder would say: “Amen,” and would open the door. 
Then with his hands crossed on his breast and eyes 
cast down he stood without even blessing the brother 
who bowed to him and put the food on the table. 
The saint then put some bread or cabbage beside it, 
to indicate what he needed next Sunday. So the 
only word the brother heard was “Amen.” 

But all this was only exterior silence. The es- 
sence of the saint’s laborious exercise consisted in 
the silence of the mind in the rejection of all earthly 
thoughts, and the purest, most absolute concen- 
tration of his mind and heart to God. 

St. Seraphim spent about three years in silence 
(1807 to 1810). Many regretted the loss of his 
valuable spiritual direction. Some even reproached 
him. But to all reproaches the holy elder replied in 
the words of St. Isaac the Syrian: “Love the idle- 
ness of silence in preference to feeding the hungry 
in the world,” and of St. Gregory the Theologian: 
“Tt is excellent to speak for God, but better to pu- 
rify oneself for God.” 

By means of silence St. Seraphim raised his soul 
higher and higher in the mysteries of divine 


contemplation, so that the devil was rendered pow- 
erless to molest him. We can have a good idea of the 
spiritual fruits of this silence from the saint's own 
instructions of this subject which were undoubtedly 
based on personal experience: “When we remain in 
silence,” he said later, “then our enemy the devil can 
do nothing as regards the hidden man of the heart. 
But this must be understood of silence in the under- 
standing. It gives birth in the soul of the silent to 
the various fruits of the spirit. From solitude and 
silence are born compunction and meekness. Com- 
bined with other occupations of the spirit, silence 
raises a man to piety. Silence brings a man near 
God and makes him like an earthly angel. Only sit 
in your cell with silence and with attention, and try 
by all possible means to draw near to God. And the 
Lord is ready to make an angel out of a man of you. 
“And on whom shail I look, but on him who is meek 
and silent, and who trembles at My words.” * A 
fruit of silence, apart from other spiritual gains, is 
peace of soul. Silence teaches interior silence and 
constant prayer, while abstinence puts a stop to 
thought-wandering. Finally, a state of peace awaits 
him who has attained to this.” This is how St. Sera- 
phim spent his time in silence, obtaining the loftiest 
spiritual gifts and feeling in his heart unutterable 
“joy in the Holy Spirit.” (Rom. 14: 17). 

St. Seraphim now climbed a step higher up the 
ladder of virtue and asceticism and undertook the 
life of a recluse. This is how it happened. Many of 
the monks were offended because he never came 
to the monastery for Holy Communion. So the 
abbot convoked a council of the senior priests who 
decided to offer Father, if well and strong on his 
legs, to come as before on Sundays and feast days 
and partake of the Holy Mysteries; but if his legs 
would not serve him, to return to the monastery 
and live in his cell. 

The brother who took his food on Sundays had 
to transmit that decision. St. Seraphim listened in 
silence, and then dismissed him without uttering a 
single word. The brother was told to repeat the 
council's decision on the following Sunday. This 
time the saint blessed the brother and went with 
him on foot to the monastery, thereby giving them 
* Isaiah 66, 2 (Slavonic). The Greek has humble and quiet 


instead of meek and silent. 
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to understand that he was no longer able as before 
to walk there on Sundays and feast days. 

It was on 8 May 1810, when St. Seraphim was 
fifty years old, that he returned to the monastery 
after fifteen years of solitude. Without going to 
his cell, he went first to the hospital block. But as 
soon as the bell rang for the all-night vigil he went 
to church. The news spread quickly among the 
brethren. It was a great surprise to them that the 
elder had decided to live in the community once 
more. On the following day, 9 May, the saint went 
to the early liturgy and partook of the Holy Mys- 
teries. After church he went to the cell of the ab- 
bot, Father Niphont, and having received his bless- 
ing to live as a recluse in the monastery, he settled 
in his former cell. 

So he started on his new labor — a third pe- 
riod which lasted nearly sixteen years. The first 
five years of this period were spent as a recluse in 
the full sense of the word. Outwardly and inwardly 
his life remained much the same as when he was 
living as a solitary. But now he received absolutely 
no one, and spoke to no one. 

Very little is known of St. Seraphim’ life at this 
period. In his cell there was nothing but an icon of 
the Mother of God before which a lamp was al- 
ways burning and a tree-stump which served as a 
chair. For himself he did not even have a fire. On 
his shoulders under his shirt he wore a large iron 
cross for the mortification of the flesh “that his spirit 
might be saved” (I Cor. 5: 5). But he never wore 
chains or a hair shirt. “If any one offends us in 
word or deed,” he said, “and we bear the offenses 
according to the Gospel — those are our chains 
and hair shirts. These spiritual chains and shirts 
are above iron ones.” 

St. Seraphim continued to wear the same 
clothes as he had worn in the hermitage. His only 
drink was water. For feed he used oatmeal gruel 
and salted cabbage. His food and water was brought 
to him by the monk who lived in the next cell, 
Father Paul. He simply said the prayer and then 
placed the food at the door. The recluse covered 
himself with a large cloth, so that no one could see 
him; then he took the plate kneeling as if receiving 
the food from the hands of God, and carried it 
into his cell. When he had strengthened himself 


with the food, he would put the plate back in its 
place, covering his face with the cloth as before, 
after the example of the monks of the desert who 
used to cover their face with their hood. 

The spiritual exercises of the holy recluse were 
known to no one; it is known only that they were 
very extensive, intensive and varied. As before he 
performed all the daily services except the divine lit- 
urgy. Besides that, he also practiced contemplative 
or mental prayer, that is the “Prayer of Jesus” etc. 
He used to stand before an icon immersed in pro- 
found contemplation, without saying any prayer or 
making prostrations, but only contemplating the 
Lord with his mind in his heart. He also read the 
whole New Testament every week: From Monday 
to Thursday he read a gospel a day; on the remain- 
ing days he read the rest of the books. Sometimes 
he could be heard through the door expounding the 
Gospels, and crowds would gather and listen delight- 
edly outside his cell. But sometimes there would be 
a sudden silence. The holy recluse had become rapt 
in contemplation. During all the years of his reclu- 
sion, on all Sundays and feast days the Holy Myster- 
ies were brought to his cell. So as never to forget the 
hour of death, he asked to have a coffin made for 
him. His request was granted, and a dug-out coffin 
made of oak with a lid, and it always stood unpainted 
in his cell. And in his conversations with the breth- 
ren of Sarov, he often used to say: “When I die, I 
beg you, brothers, put me in my coffin.” 

Later, he added physical labor to his spiritual 
exercises. In the early hours of the morning before 
it was light and while everyone was still asleep, the 
saint would slip out of his cell saying the prayer of 
Jesus and might be seen moving quickly among 
the tombstones of the cemetery, quietly carrying 
wood from one place to another. Once the novice 
whose obedience it was to call the monks for mat- 
ins saw him working in this way. Overjoyed at the 
sight, he prostrated before the holy elder and, kiss- 
ing his feet, asked for his blessing. “Guard your- 
self with silence and attend to yourself,” said St. 
Seraphim as he blessed him. 

Having spent five years in strict reclusion, the 
saint then relaxed it to some extent, though ar first 
only outwardly. The door of his cell stood open and 
anyone could come to him, but he could not answer 
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questions so as not to break his vow of silence. Dur- 
ing his strict reclusion, Bishop Jonah of Tambov, who 
often visited the Sarov monastery, once expressed a 
wish to see Father Seraphim personally. So he went 
with Father Niphont and some others to the cell of 
the holy recluse. But he would not break his soli- 
tude or silence, even for a bishop. Then the abbot 
offered to lift the door from its hinges, but the bishop 
declined the offer, saying: “Lest we should sin.” And 
they left the saint in peace. 

Soon after this, the time came for St. Seraphim 
to abandon his silent life. With full self-denial, 
patience, humility and unshakable faith he lived as 
a monk ina community, as a solitary, as a stylite, as 
a recluse and in silence. As a result, he had ac- 
quired great purity of soul and had been given by 
God high spiritual gifts. And then, in conformity 
with a Higher Will, he had to abandon silence, and, 
while continuing his life in God and for God, was 
obliged to practice a higher renunciation of the 
world and begin his ministry to the very world he 
had renounced, now equipped with all his won- 
derful gifts of teaching, insight, healing and 
miracles, and with his spiritual direction, prayer, 
comfort and advice. In this way St. Seraphim un- 
dertook his highest work, that of so-called eldership, 
in which he finished his laborious life. 

St. Seraphim commenced his work as an elder 
when, after 5 years of silence; he began to talk to 
visitors who came to him. First of all he began talk- 
ing to monks, whom he told to keep all their mo- 
nastic rules, to attend the church services without 
fail, unceasingly to practice mental prayer, to carry 
out their obediences humbly and fervently, to sit at 
table with the fear of God, not to go out of the mon- 
astery without a valid reason, to refrain from self- 
will and self-direction, to maintain peace with one 
another, etc. Then worldly visitors started coming 
to the holy elder. The door of his cell now stood 
open for all — from the early liturgy till 8:00 in the 
evening. And the saint received all equally; to each 
he gave his blessing and suitable instructions. 

With special love the holy elder received sin- 
cere and humble penitents and those who evinced 
burning zeal for the spiritual life. After talking to 
them St. Seraphim would put the end of his stole 
and his right hand on their heads. Then he would 


invite them to say a short prayer of penitence, after 
which he pronounced his prayer of absolution. 
From this practice his visitors used to feel a special 
kind of spiritual joy and relief of conscience. Then 
he anointed their foreheads with oil from the lamp 
which always burned before the icon in his cell, 
“Our Lady of Compunction,” which he called “Joy 
of all joys.” And if it was before noon, that is be- 
fore meal-time, he would give them a little holy 
water from Theophany (the feast of Christ’s Bap- 
tism, 6 January, when the blessing of the water takes 
place), and a piece of antidoron or bread blessed at 
an all-night vigil. Then he gave them the Paschal 
greeting at whatever time of year it was, thereby 
reminding them of the saving power of Christ’s 
resurrection, and at the same time he gave them 
the icon of the Mother of God or the cross which 
hung on his breast to kiss. 

He not only helped people morally and spiri- 
tually, but with his gift of spiritual insight he some- 
times helped poor peasants to find what had been 
lost or stolen, telling them only to be silent about 
it. Often he healed the sick by anointing them 
with oil from the lamp which burnt perpetually 
before the icon of Our Lady. Yet he had not com- 
pletely abandoned his life as a recluse. Though he 
had broken the seal of his silence and received visi- 
tors, yet he never left his cell at this stage. 

Soon the time came for St. Seraphim to give 
up his life as a recluse completely. But, before fi- 
nally deciding to do so, he prayed to ascertain God’s 
will. And on the night of 25 November 1825, the 
Mother of God appeared to him in a dream ac- 
companied by St. Clement of Rome and St. Peter 
of Alexandria whose feast is on that day, and she 
allowed him to give up reclusion and to visit his 
hermitage. When he woke up, he performed his 
usual rule of prayer and then went to Abbot 
Niphont and obtained his blessing for his new life. 
From this time St. Seraphim began to go to the 
forest and to pray there. 

Frequently the saint used to go to the so-called 
“Theologian’s Spring.” This spring was about two 
versts from the monastery, and had existed even be- 
fore St. Seraphim’s time, but it had fallen into dis- 
use. The basin had been covered with birch logs 


and overlaid with earth; water ran out of only one 
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pipe. Near the spring, on a post, stood an icon of 
the holy Apostle and Evangelist, John the Theolo- 
gian, whence the spring derived its name. St. Sera- 
phim had a special love for this spot. At his request 
the spring was cleaned and renovated, the birch logs 
were removed, and new woodwork with a pipe was 
installed. Here the saint used to spend much of his 
time, occupying himself with meditation and physi- 
cal labor, for on account of his illness he was unable 
to walk to his former cell. The holy ascetic gathered 
stones in the River Sarovka and studded the basin of 
the spring with them; nearby he made a garden and 
planted vegetables. On the hillock near the spring a 
small hut was built for him, without windows and 
even without a door; it was entered through a hole 
in the ground under the wall. There the saint used 
to rest and take shelter from the midday heat. Later 
a new cell was built for him with a door and a stove, 
but without a window. Here he spent all ordinary 
days in solitude, returning to the monastery towards 
evening. This place came to be called Father 
Seraphim’s “Lower Hermitage,” and the spring was 
called “Father Seraphim’s Well.” 

What a touching sight it was to see the humble, 
bent old man in the forest supporting himself with 
an ace or a hoe, chopping wood or gardening, in a 
wretched kamilavka, and wearing a white linen smock, 
with a bag on his back in which was the Gospel, and 
a load of stones and sand for the mortification of his 
flesh! When asked why he did that, the saint replied: 
“T torment him who torments me.” 

The number of visitors who came to the man 
of God now increased considerably. Some waited 
for him in the monastery, others visited him in the 
forest, so anxious were they to get his blessing and 
hear his instructions. It was indeed a moving sight 
to see the saint returning to his hermitage after re- 
ceiving the Holy Mysteries — in his mantle, stole 
and cuffs! His progress through the forest was slow 
on account of the crowds which accompanied him. 
But at that time he spoke to no one, blessed no 
one, and even seemed to see no one, so immersed 
was he in meditation on the power of the holy sac- 
rament. Abbot Niphont, who deeply respected and 
loved the holy elder, on account of the crowds of 
visitors who flocked to the saint, said: “When Fa- 
ther Seraphim lived in the (distant) hermitage, he 


barred all access to himself with trees, so that people 
could not come; but now he has started to receive 
everyone, so that it is impossible for me to shut the 
monastery gates until midnight.” 

At this time God revealed to the faithful a truly 
great and precious treasure in St. Seraphim. Par- 
ticularly delightful was the saint's conversation which 
was suffused with a kind of special love and at the 
same time breathed a gentle, refreshing authority. 
And all his dealings with his visitors were distin- 
guished above all by a profound humility and an all- 
forgiving, genuine Christian love. His speech 
warmed even dry and cold hearts and melted them 
to tearful and contrite penitence, enlightened the 
mind with spiritual understanding, excited joyful 
hope in the possibility of amendment and salvation 
even in the case of inveterate and desperate sinners, 
and filled the soul with peace. The man of God 
never belabored any one with cruel reproaches or 
severe reprimands, and he never laid upon anyone a 
heavy burden. He often convicted people of sin, 
but he tempered his severity with humility and love. 
In trying to arouse the voice of conscience he often 
pointed out the way of salvation in such a way that 
the listener did not realize that he was referring to 
his soul, but afterwards the power of the word salted 
with grace never failed to have its effect. His words 
and actions, in fact the whole of his life, St. Sera- 
phim always based on the word of God, on the works 
of the Holy Fathers, and on instructive examples 
culled from the lives of the saints. He specially re- 
vered those saints who had been courageous defend- 
ers of the Orthodox Faith, such as Basil the Great, 
Gregory the Theologian, John Chrysostom, Pope 
Clement of Rome, Athanasius the Great, Cyril of 
Jerusalem, Ambrose of Milan, and so on. He con- 
stantly urged people to stand firmly for the faith and 
he loved to explain in what consists the purity of 
Orthodoxy. He also loved to speak of the saints of 
the Russian Church, such as Saints Peter, Alexis, 
Jonah and Philip of Moscow, St. Dimitry of Rostov, 
St. Sergius, St. Stephen of Perm, and so on. All the 
elder’s talks had a special power because they were 
exactly adapted to the needs of his hearers and had a 
direct relation to their life, and to those particular 
needs and circumstances on account of which they 
had come to Sarov for the saint's advice. 
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St. Seraphim specially kept and guarded the 
purity of Orthodoxy. Thus, when asked by a dis- 
senter which was better, the present faith of the 
Church or the “old faith”,* he replied with author- 
ity: “Stop your nonsense! Our life is a sea, the 
Holy Orthodox Church is the ship, and the helms- 
man is the Savior Himself. If with such a Helms- 
man, on account of their sinful frailty people cross 
the sea of life with difficulty and are not all saved 
from drowning, where do you expect to get with 
your little boat? And how can you hope to be saved 
without the Helmsman?” 

On another occasion a woman was brought to 
Sarov monastery who was so distorted that her 
knees were bent up to her breast. When she was 
carried to St. Seraphim’s cell, he asked her how and 
why her illness had come to her. Without hiding 
anything the sick woman opened her heart to the 
holy elder and told him that she was born in the 
Orthodox Church but had married a dissenter who 
was a very obdurate old-ritualist. As a result of the 
influence of her husband and his family over a long 
period she had given up Orthodoxy and, for her 
infidelity, God had suddenly punished her — it 
was as if she had been burnt, and then she began to 
suffer from violent spasms. Terrible rheumatic pains 
racked the unfortunate woman for four years; dur- 
ing that time she could not move a head or foot. 
St. Seraphim asked the sick woman whether she 
now believed in her mother, our Holy Orthodox 
Church. On receiving a reply in the affirmative, 
he told her to make the sign of the cross in the 
proper way. She said that she could not even lift a 
hand. But when the saint prayed and anointed her 
hands and breast with oil from his icon-lamp, her 
malady left her instantly and she thanked the elder 
for healing her. The crowds were amazed at this 
miracle, news of which spread rapidly through the 
monastery and throughout the neighborhood. 

Having acquired the gift of spiritual insight 
on account of the purity of his spirit, St. Sera- 
phim often gave people guidance and instruction 
exactly suited to their thoughts and feelings even 
before they had told him the circumstances that 


* The reference is to the so-called “Old Believers”. There 
were (and are) no issues of faith (dogma), but rather of litur- 
gical practice and texts. 


had brought them to him. The following is a par- 
ticularly striking example. 

Once Lieutenant-General L. came to Sarov out 
of curiosity. Having looked over the monastery 
buildings and received nothing for his soul, he 
wanted to go. But he was stopped by a land-owner 
called Prokudin, who persuaded the general to visit 
the hermit, Father Seraphim. The proud general at 
first refused, but finally yielded and agreed to see 
the elder. As soon as he entered his cell the saint 
came to meet him and bowed to the ground before 
the general. Prokudin then left, and the proud gen- 
eral with all his decorations talked for about half an 
hour with the holy elder. After a few minutes the 
sound of weeping came from St. Seraphim’s cell — 
the general was sobbing like a child. Half an hour 
later the door opened and the saint led the general 
out by the arm. But the general continued to weep, 
covering his face with his hands. His decorations 
and forage-cap he had forgotten in the elder’s cell. 
The saint went and brought them out and put the 
decorations on the forage-cap. Later the general said 
that he had traveled all through Europe and knew 
many people of different nationalities, but had never 
in his life seen such humility as in the Sarov recluse; 
and he had never realized that such spiritual insight 
was possible, for the elder had disclosed his whole 
life to him including the secret and intimate details. 
During his conversation with St. Seraphim the 
general's decorations had fallen off, whereupon the 
saint remarked, “That is because you received them 
undeservedly.” 

The holy elder’s love was all-embracing and un- 
bounded. He seemed to love each soul more than a 
mother loves her beloved and only son. There was 
no sorrow or suffering which he would not share or 
would not take into his soul and for the healing of 
which he could not find suitable remedies. The re- 
sult was that he became in the eyes of the Russian 
people the refuge, the spiritual support and comfort 
of all those who were burdened and suffering, of the 
afflicted and wronged, of all in need of spiritual help 
and the mercy of God. People of all ages, callings 
and states, and of both sexes, with complete, child- 
like confidence, sincerely and frankly opened their 
hearts to him, told him their doubts and difficul- 


ties, their spiritual needs and sorrows, their sins and 
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sinful thoughts, without any false shame or reserva- 
tions. And in those humble confessions the holy 
elder himself often came to their help with his spiri- 
tual insight; he would read in the soul ofa visitor his 
sins and thoughts and tell him them aloud! And the 
love-filled elder satisfied all and set everyone at rest; 
no one went away from him without relief and peace 
of soul, without real direction and spiritual consola- 
tion. Rich and poor, learned and simple, all alike 
found satisfaction. People flocked to him by the 
thousands daily, especially during the last ten years 
of his life; sometimes there were 2,000 or more in 
one day. But those crowds did not overwhelm or 
burden the saint. For everyone he found time to 
talk for the benefit of his soul, explaining shortly to 
each one just what he needed. And all felt his great 
love and his spiritual power, and torrents of tears 
often flowed from the eyes even of people with hard 
and stony hearts. 

Often St. Seraphim aroused envy, reproach or 
perplexity because he received all without distinc- 
tion, did good to all alike, comforted and listened 
to all equally regardless of the sex, calling, state or 
moral deserts of those who came to him. In this 
connection he said more than once: 

“Suppose I close the door of my cell. Those 
who come to it in need of a word of comfort will 
beg me for God’s sake to open the door; and on 
receiving no answer from me, they will go home in 
sadness. What justification shall I then offer to 
God at His awful judgment?” 

On another occasion, when a monk asked him: 
“Why do you teach everyone?” the saint replied: 

“I follow the teaching of the Church which 
sings: “Do not hide the works of God, but pro- 
claim His wonders’ (from vespers on Tuesday of 
Passion Week).” 

Thus the holy elder regarded it as a matter of 
conscience to receive all who came to him — a 
sacred duty of which God would require an ac- 
count from him at the awful judgment. Yet when 
he saw that people took his advice, followed his 
directions and turned from the way of sin and per- 
dition to the way of virtue and salvation, he was 
not elated by it as if it were a fruit of his own work; 
he attributed nothing to himself but thanked and 


praised God for everything, saying in such cases: 


“Not to us, O Lord, not to us, but to Thy name 
give the glory for Thy mercy” (Psalm 113:9). 

And he said further on the same subject: 

“We must banish from us every earthly joy, 
following the teaching of Jesus Christ who said: 
‘Do not rejoice that the spirits are subject to you, 
but rather rejoice that your names are written in 
heaven’ (Lk. 10:20).” 

Once a merchant of the Vladimir District and 
the abbot of Vysokogorak Monastery, Archiman- 
drite Antony, entered St. Seraphim’s cell together. 
The saint asked the abbot to take a seat and wait, 
and he began to talk to the merchant. 

“All your difficulties and troubles are the con- 
sequences of your passionate life. Give it up; mend 
your ways.” 

Then he gently and lovingly began to convict the 
merchant of his sins and to give him suitable direc- 
tions. He spoke with such warmth of heart that both 
his hearers wept profusely. When the merchant left 
the cell, Father Antony said to the holy elder: 

“Father! The human soul is open to you like a 
face in a mirror. Without hearing a word from 
that pilgrim, you told him everything yourself. I 
see now that your mind is so pure that nothing in 
your neighbor's heart is hidden from it.” 

But the saint put his hand on the 
Archimandrite’s mouth and said: 

“You are not quite right, my joy! The human 
heart is open to the Lord, and God alone knows 
our hearts; but ‘a man will come, and the heart is 
deep’ (Ps. 63:7).” 

“But how is it, Father,” insisted Father Antony, 
“that without asking the merchant a single word, 
you told him all he needed?” 

“He came to me just as others do, just as you 
came too, as to a servant of God. I am sinful Sera- 
phim, and that is just how I think of myself — as a 
sinful servant of God. What the Lord tells me, as 
His servant, I pass on to whoever needs help. The 
first thought that comes to my mind I regard as God’s 
guidance and speak without knowing what is in the 
other person's mind — only believing that God’s 
will is made known to me in this way for his benefit. 
Like iron to the smith, I surrender myself and my 
will to the Lord God. As He wills, so Tact. I have 
no will of my own; but what God wills, I pass on.” 
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St. Seraphim’s spiritual insight was truly extraor- 
dinary. When he received letters, often without 
unsealing them he knew their contents and sent 
answers. After his death many such unopened let- 
ters were found to which replies had been given at 
the time. He was in spiritual union with many of 
the ascetics whom he had never seen and who lived 
thousands of versts away. When the thought came 
to George the recluse of the Zadonsk Monastery 
of the Mother of God and he was wondering 
whether to change his abode for a more solitary 
place and no one knew his secret doubt but him- 
self, all of a sudden a pilgrim come to him from 
Father Seraphim in Sarov and said to him: 

“Father Seraphim told me to say to you: It is 
shameful after being a recluse for so many years to 
be defeated by such thoughts of the enemy and to 
change your place. Don’t go anywhere. The Most 
Holy Mother of God orders you to stay here.” 

With these words the pilgrim bowed and went. 
But when they looked for him, they could not find 
him either in the monastery or outside of it. 

Nothing had as yet been heard of Metrophan, 
first bishop of Voronezh and of his imminent can- 
onization. There had been no revelations and no 
apparitions. Yet St. Seraphim in a few words writ- 
ten by his own hand congratulated Archbishop 
Antony of Voronezh at the opening of the holy rel- 
ics of St. Metrophan. 

To the layman A. G. Vorotilov the saint said 
more than once that three powers would rise up 
against Russia and that the country would be greatly 
exhausted, but that for its orthodoxy the Lord 
would have mercy and preserve it. This prediction 
was not understood at the time, but later events 
made it clear that the saint was referring to the 
Crimean War. 

From 1831 onwards St. Seraphim foretold to 
many the coming of famine. Whenever he saw the 
Father Abbot Niphont he repeated: “There will be 
a famine, there will be a famine!” At his advice a 
supply of wheat sufficient for six years was laid up 
in Sarov monastery. As a result, the community 
did not suffer from the famine. When the first 
cholera made its appearance in Russia, the saint 
openly foretold that it would be neither in Sarov 
nor in Diveyev. These predictions were fulfilled to 


the letter, so that not a single person died of chol- 
era in Sarov or Diveyev. 

The man of God saw equally the past and the 
future. In a few words he would sketch the life a 
person was going to live and would say things and 
give advice that seemed strange at the time, but 
later circumstances justified them and they proved 
to be full of the spirit of insight and prophecy. 

Besides the gift of spiritual insight St. Seraphim 
was also given the gift of healing. As early as 1823, 
before he finally abandoned his reclusion, he 
wrought his first striking cure on a landowner of 
Ardatov district whom physicians had failed to help, 
M. V. Mantorov. When his illness grew to menac- 
ing proportions so that bits of bone fell from his 
legs, having heard of Father Seraphim’s holy life, 
on the advice of friends he decided to go to Sarov, 
some 40 versts from Nootch, his estate. With great 
difficulty Mantorov was carried into the ante-room 
of St. Seraphim’s cell. On seeing the saint he begged 
him with tears to heal him of his frightful disease. 
With deep sympathy and fatherly love the holy el- 
der asked him whether he believed in God, and he 
repeated his question 3 times. Having obtained 
from the sick man a threefold firm and sincere af- 
firmation of his absolute faith in God, the saint 
said to him kindly: 

“My joy! If you have such faith, believe also 
that to a believer everything is possible with God. 
And therefore believe that the Lord is healing you. 
And I, poor Seraphim will pray.” 

Then he went to his cell. A little later he come 
out with some oil from his icon-lamp and told 
Mantorov to strip his legs. He then anointed the 
diseased places. Immediately the scabs with which 
his body was covered fell off and he started to walk 
without help. But as soon as Mantorov realized he 
was healed he threw himself at the saint’s feet and 
began to kiss them rapturously, thanking the man 
of God for his cure. But the elder raised him from 
the ground and said to him sternly: 

“Ts it Seraphim’s work to kill and to make live, 
to bring down to hell and to raise up again? What 
are you thinking of! This is the work of the Lord 
alone, who does the will of those who fear Him 
and hears their prayer. To the Lord Almighty and 
to His most pure Mother give thanks.” 
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So saying, the humble servant of God dismissed 
Mantorov. 

No less striking was the healing of Alexandra 
Lebedev in 1827. She had suffered for more than a 
year from terrible fits, accompanied by vomiting, 
gnashing of teeth, and convulsions of the whole body, 
after which she would become unconsciously. These 
fits were a daily occurrence. All medical help had 
failed. Then one night the sufferer suddenly saw an 
unknown old woman enter her room. Startled by 
this strange apparition, the patient made the sign of 
the cross and began to say the prayer of the cross: 
“Let God arise, and let His enemies be scattered.” 
But the old woman said to her: “Don’t be afraid of 
me. I am a human being too, only now not of this 
world, but of the realms of the dead. Rise from 
your bed and go as quickly as you can to Sarov Mon- 
astery to Father Seraphim. He is expecting you to 
come tomorrow and he will heal you.” 

The sick woman plucked up courage and 
asked her: 

“Who are you and where do you come from?” 

“Tam from the Diveyev Community, their first 
superior, Agathia,” was the reply. 

On the following day her relatives took the 
patient in a cart to Sarov. On the way she had 
terrible fits and convulsions. They reached Sarov 
after the late liturgy when the brethren were in the 
refectory and when the saint closed his door and 
received no one. But on reaching his door, they 
had not even time to say the usual prayer when St. 
Seraphim came out, took her by the hand and led 
her into his cell. There he covered her with his 
stole and quietly said prayers to Our Lord and to 
the Most Holy Mother of God. Then he gave her 
some holy water to drink, a piece of antidoron and 
three pieces of dry bread and said: 

“Every 24 hours take a little of the dry bread 
with some holy water. And go to Diveyev to the 
grave of the servant of God Agathia. Take some of 
the earth, and make as many prostrations as you can. 
She is sorry for you and wants you to be healed.” 

Having given her a few short instructions on 
prayer, the saint sent the sick woman away in 
peace, completely healed. Her malady never re- 
turned, and she subsequently bore four sons and 
five daughters. 


Many different kinds of cures were performed 
by St. Seraphim. Many of them have been recorded 
in writing, others were recorded only on the hearts 
of his clients. In a short account of the saint's life it 
would be impossible to include them all. In such 
cases, the elder used to anoint the sick with oil 
which burnt before the icon of Our lady of Com- 
punction. When asked why he did that he replied: 

“We read in Scripture that the apostles anointed 
with oil and that many were healed in that way. 
And whom are we to follow, if not the apostles?” 

In St. Seraphim’s cell there burnt many lamps 
and a forest of wax candles, large and small, on 
various circular trays. A visitor wondered why. In 
reply to his secret thought the elder said: 

“As you know, I have many persons who are 
devoted to me and are benefactors to my mill or- 
phans (the sisters of the Diveyev Convent). They 
bring me oil and candles, and ask me to pray for 
them. So when I read my rule of prayer, I remem- 
ber them at first one by one. But I cannot repeat 
them at every place in the rule, so I put these candles 
for them as an offering to God —a candle for each 
person. For a group of people I put one big candle, 
and where necessary, without mentioning their 
names, I say: “Lord, remember all those people, 
Thy servants, for whose souls I have lighted lamps 
and candles’. And to show you that this is not my 
own, wretched Seraphim’s human invention, or just 
my zeal not based on anything Divine, I shall quote 
in support the word of the Divine Scripture. In 
the Bible it is said that Moses heard the voice of 
the Lord saying to him: “Moses, Moses! Tell thy 
brother Aaron to light a lamp before Me day and 
night. For this is pleasing in My sight and is an 
acceptable sacrifice to Me.” * That is why the Holy 
Church of God has adopted the custom of light- 
ing in the holy temples and in the homes of faith- 
ful Christians lamps and candles before the holy 
icons of the Lord, of the Mother of God, and of 
the holy angels and holy men who pleased God.” 

And of the “Theologian’s Spring” which came 
to be called “Seraphim’s Well” the elder said later: 

“T have prayed that the water in this well should 


heal diseases.” 


* An allusion to such passages as Leviticus 24:1-4; Exodus 
27:20&21. 
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And the water of this spring actually did re- 
ceive a special extraordinary curative property which 
it has kept till now. This water does not go bad, 
even though it has stood for many years in uncorked 
bottles. At all times of the year both sick and 
healthy people pour it on themselves and wash with 
it, even in the bitterly cold weather, and receive 
benefit. St. Seraphim ordered many who were suf- 
fering from painful ulcers to wash with the water 
from his spring, and all received healing. Some by 
washing with this water regained their sight; oth- 
ers by drinking it were healed of intestinal diseases. 
A woman, M. V. Sipyagin, was seriously ill. On 
account of her illness, in spite of her fervor, she 
could not keep the fasts. St. Seraphim ordered her 
to drink her fill of water from this spring. After 
that, she vomited a lot of bile, and was healed. For 
30 years of the past century during the outbreaks 
of cholera many of the faithful flocked to “St. 
Seraphim’s Well” even from distant lands and, ac- 
cording to their faith, obtained from its curative 
waters relief and healing. Thus, Captain Teplov 
who had an estate in Yakaterinoslav district where 
an epidemic of cholera had begun to cause great 
mortality, was reminded by the sufferings of his 
people of what St. Seraphim had said to him: 

“When you are in trouble, come to poor 
Seraphim’s cell. He will pray for you.” 

So he and his wife had recourse to Father Sera- 
phim just where they were at a distance, and asked 
him to deliver them from the fatal epidemic. 

That very night in a dream the saint appeared 
to Teplov’s wife and ordered her to go to the 
Theologian’s spring and take some of the water, 
and that both the Teplovs themselves and their 
people were to drink and wash with it. With com- 
plete faith in the power of St. Seraphim’s interces- 
sion, the Teplovs went to the spring. They drank 
and washed with the water and filled a whole bar- 
rel with it and brought it to their estate. And actu- 
ally Teplov’s sick people, many of whom were on 
the verge of death, obtained wonderful healing, only 
by using the miraculous water. And no one after 
that died of cholera on Teplov’s estate. 

But St. Seraphim witnessed not only earthly 
miracles. Frequently heavenly mysteries were re- 


vealed to him. Once he had a long talk with the 


monk John Tikhonov who regarded the saint with 
a child-like trust. He spoke of the lives of God’s 
saints, of their gifts and heavenly promises. Then 
he said to him: 

“My joy! I implore you, acquire a peaceful 
spirit, and then a thousand souls will be saved 
around you.” This he repeated several times. 

Then the saint related an experience of his own. 

“T was delighted with the word of my Lord Jesus 
Christ, ‘In My Father’s house are many abodes’ (Jn. 
14:2).” And I stopped at these words and longed 
to see those heavenly abodes. And I implored the 
Lord Jesus Christ to show me them. And the Lord 
did not deprive me of His mercy. For I was caught 
up to those heavenly abodes — only I don’t know 
whether it was with the body or apart from the 
body, God knows; it is incomprehensible. But of 
that heavenly joy and sweetness which I tasted there, 
it is impossible to tell you.” 

So saying, the saint became silent, he leaned 
forward a little, his head bent down, his eyes closed, 
and with the extended palm of his right hand he 
deliberately and gently struck his chest over his 
heart. His face changed in a wonderful way and 
gave out such an extraordinary light that it was 
impossible even to look at him. His mouth and 
his whole experience expressed such spiritual joy 
that he seemed to be an earthly angel. During this 
mysterious silence, he appeared to be seeing and 
listening to something. This ecstasy lasted about 
half an hour, and then the saint said: 

“Ah, if only you knew, beloved, what joy, what 
sweetness awaits a just man in heaven, you would 
resolve to bear in this temporal life all sorrows and 
sufferings with thanksgiving. Even though this very 
cell were full of worms and they were to eat our own 
flesh all our life, we ought to consent to it with the 
utmost longing, so as not to lose that heavenly joy 
which God has prepared for those who love Him.” 

St. Seraphim’s spiritual influence was not re- 
stricted to Sarov. Particularly remarkable was his 
connection with the Diveyev Community founded 
in 1780 by a widow, the wife of a colonel, Agathia 
Semyonovna Melgunova. Having lost her husband 
while still quite young, she resolved to consecrate 
her life to God and with this intention visited many 
holy places. When resting in the village of Diveyev, 
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about 12 versts from Sarov, in a state of semi-con- 
sciousness, she saw the Mother of God who told 
her to stay on that spot and build a church in honor 
of her miraculous icon of Kazan. Later other as- 
cetics joined Melgunova who was given the name 
of Alexandra when she became a nun. In this way 
a beginning was made in the foundation of the 
Diveyey Community with which St. Seraphim’s 
name is inseparably connected. 

Through the prayers of the saint and through 
the generosity of benefactors who had cherished a 
special faith in him and had obtained healings 
through his prayers, the Diveyev Convent was con- 
siderably enlarged, which its growth in numbers 
also required. At the same time St. Seraphim di- 
vided the community into two halves under a single 
superior. At some distance outside the special en- 
closure new cells arose with a separate church, so 
that a new convent seemed to have made its ap- 
pearance. “This,” he said, “is the will of the Lord 
and the Mother of God.” He did this because he 
considered it inconvenient and inadvisable that vir- 
gins should live with widows who had been mar- 
ried for some time. By the guidance of the Most 
Holy Mother of God the elder selected a place about 
230 yards from the Kazan-Diveyev church in the 
plot of ground given for the purpose. And in this 
newly acquired land he also built a spiral mill for 
the Diveyev sisters. In this way St. Seraphim formed 
the so-called Seraphim-Diveyev Community, sepa- 
rate from the previous one founded by Agathia 
Semyonovna Melgunova.* 

Great was the care St. Seraphim took of the 
Diveyev sisters, and specially of his “Mill Orphans.” 
He untiringly encouraged them in the trials and 
difficulties of their laborious monastic life, and sup- 
perted the faint-hearted, some of whom even 
wanted to return to the world, for many were op- 
pressed by the extreme privations, as the commu- 
nity was then without any means of support. But 
thanks to St. Seraphim’s gracious influence, the 
Diveyev community began to attract more and 
*In July 1842, the ukase was issued by the Holy Synod con- 
firming the cenobitic (common-life) Diveyeyv Community 
in its two divisions. In 1861 Diveyey Community was raised 
to a 3rd class convent, and at the present time (1904) is one 


of the largest and most efficient convents in Russia, with more 
than 1,000 sisters. 


more sisters who sought under the holy elder’s fa- 
therly direction a true monastic life. Some conse- 
crated their life to God in Diveyev out of gratitude 
for healings received through the prayers of the holy 
elder. Others through the saint's spiritual insight 
were dedicated from childhood to the monastic life 
and were guided by him to join the community. 
And when some members of the convent, fearing 
for its future, were anxious about its material situ- 
ation, the elder told them that the place had been 
chosen for them by the Queen of Heaven herself 
and that she would help them in every way, so that 
they would always have their bread and church, 
and church rule as in Sarov, and that he, “poor Sera- 
phim”, always bent his knees for them. 

The sisters of the Diveyev Community were in 
full obedience to St. Seraphim. Without the elder’s 
blessing they began nothing. When a sister wanted 
to be away from the convent for a long time, both 
before leaving and after her return she went to the 
saint for his blessing. 

St. Seraphim left the Diveyev sisters a special rule 
of prayer, just as he gave them directions for keep- 
ing the sacristy, church property, etc. At first the 
sisters of the “Mill Community” did not havea sepa- 
rate church, and this caused them much inconve- 
nience. But after Mantorov’s wonderful healing, out 
of gratitude to the saint and at his suggestion, he 
sold his property and gave all the proceeds for the 
building of a large stone church for the “Mill Sis- 
ters.” This church, which was consecrated in 1829, 
had two altars, one dedicated to the Nativity of Christ 
and the other to the Nativity of the Mother of God. 

As regards handwork, St. Seraphim appointed 
that the Diveyev sisters should engage exclusively 
in work proper for the simple class of people. But 
painting, sewing with silk and gold, and other simi- 
lar work requiring special concentration of the mind 
and connected with objects of luxury, the saint did 
not wish to allow. 

All the orders of the holy elder were strictly 
carried out in the Diveyev Community. In fact, 
divergences from his orders usually had unpleas- 
ant consequences for the convent. Thus the saint 
ordered that in the Church of Christ’s Nativity built 
by him, where the Psalter had to be read continu- 
ally, candles should always be kept burning before 
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the icon of the Savior and that a lamp should al- 
ways burn before the icon of the Mother of God. 
He promised that if these orders of his were carried 
out faithfully the Diveyev convent would never be 
in want or suffer affliction and that they would 
never lack oil for this purpose. 

But once, when all had left the church, the sac- 
ristan noticed that the lamp had burnt out, and 
moreover, that their oil supply was finished. Then 
she remembered what Father Seraphim had said 
about the ever-burning lamp, and thought: You 
see, his words have not been fulfilled, and so we 
cannot trust his other predictions. She began to 
lose her faith in the saint’s spiritual insight. But 
suddenly she heard a crackling sound. She looked 
up and saw that the lamp was burning and was full 
of oil, and that two small bank-notes were floating 
on the oil. In consternation she rushed to her spiri- 
tual mother Elena Vasilievna Mantorov to tell her 
about the miracle. On the way she met a peasant 
who gave her 300 rubles in bank-notes for oil to be 
burnt for the repose of the souls of his parents. 

Even during his life St. Seraphim prepared a 
site for the building of a cathedral, at the time 
when the sisters were using a parish church for 
prayer. “We shall have our own cathedral, 
mother”, he said to an old Diveyev nun. “On 
our land there will be our own flocks of sheep 
and herds of cattle. How can we be despondent, 
mother? We shall have everything of our own. The 
sisters will even plough and sow grain.” 

The site chosen by the saint for the erection of 
the cathedral was not far from the Kazan church, 
half way between the old and the new convents, 
and he obtained the money for the purchase of the 
land. But, owing to circumstances, the actual build- 
ing of the cathedral was postponed indefinitely. 

Although he had formed two separate commu- 
nities, yet in spirit St. Seraphim regarded them as 
one. Mother Alexandra (Melgunova) was the 
deeply respected superior of both. But the saint 
appointed the Mother of God as the special patron 
and protectress of the newly-formed community. 

“There, mother,” he said to the old nun, 
“know that the Heavenly Queen herself chose this 
place for the glorification of her name. She will be 
a wall and protection for you.” 


With the same love and solicitude St. Seraphim 
also took care of the Ardatov Convent and the 
Community,* in fulfillment of the will of the 
Mother of God who had entrusted him in a won- 
derful vision with the direction and organization 
of these three convents. 

Towards the end of his life the saint was granted 
extraordinary gifts of grace. The door of his cell 
was now never closed. In his dealings with the 
people he always showed wonderful meekness and 
humility. 

His talks struck people by their amazing sim- 
plicity and made a profound impression on all sorts 
and conditions of people. He made conversions 
among both the simple and learned, and even among 
dissenters. His gifts of spiritual insight and miracle 
working grew more and more. Many generals, of- 
ficers and ordinary soldiers who took part in the 
Sebastopol campaign and who obtained the saint's 
blessing and holy water for their journey, and who 
repeated with faith on the field of battle, “Lord, have 
mercy by the prayers of the elder Seraphim!” re- 
mained whole and unharmed in spite of the extreme 
danger, and returned home safe and sound to bear 
witness to the power of the saint's prayer. 

Once two unmarried women came to him. One 
was middle-aged and longed to be a nun; the other 
was young with no thought of monasticism. But 
the holy elder told the former the monastic life was 
not for her and that she would be happily married, 
while he told the latter that she would be a nun, and 
he even named the convent. Both women went away 
disappointed and dissatisfied. But everything turned 
out exactly as the saint had foretold. 

The human soul was open to the saint like a 
face ina mirror. Some, who out of false shame were 
afraid of being rebuked, St. Seraphim confessed him- 
self by telling them their sins as if they had been 
committed in his presence. Often just by his ap- 
pearance or by a simple word the saint brought sin- 
ners to their senses so that they resolved to abandon 
their vices. Thus on one occasion a peasant tried to 
force his way through the crowd to Father Seraphim, 
but each time he tried it seemed as if some power 


*The Ardatov Convent was founded about 1800. Both 
Ardatov and Zelenogorsk are new cenobitic convents of the 
third class. 
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was driving him back. At last the saint turned to 
him and said sternly: “Where are you climbing to?” 

Beads of perspiration stood out on the peasant’s 
face, and in the presence of all who were there he 
began to repent of his sins, especially of stealing, 
and he humbly admitted that he was not worthy 
to appear in the presence of such a light. 

Miracles of healing were now frequent occur- 
rences, but when anyone made remarks on the sub- 
ject, the holy ascetic humbly retorted that they were 
worked not by him, “poor Seraphim’, but through 
the intercession of the Mother of God and the holy 
apostles. A monk was suffering from complete 
paralysis of the arms. The saint took a vessel of 
holy water and said: “Take this and drink it.” The 
monk drank the water and was healed. 

A peasant was dying of cholera. The saint made 
him kiss the icon of Our Lady, gave him some holy 
water to drink, and told him to walk round the 
monastery, to enter the cathedral and pray there. 
As the saint foretold, while praying in the cathe- 
dral, “the mercy of God” healed the dying man. 

St. Seraphim appeared to many people in 
dreams even during his life and healed them of fa- 
tal diseases, especially during the cholera epidemic 
when by the mercy of God, by means of the water 
from Seraphim’s Spring, not only individuals were 
healed but even the inhabitants of whole villages. 
The man of God healed demoniacs sometimes 
merely by his presence, with the cross and prayer. 

His prayers were so powerful that there were 
even instances of his obtaining the prolongation of 
life. Thus the wife of one Vorotilov who was greatly 
devoted to the saint was on the verge of death. 
Vorotilov went to Sarov at midnight and begged 
the saint to heal his wife. But the elder declared 
that his wife must die. Then Vorotiloy, all in tears, 
threw himself at the saint’s feet and begged him to 
pray for the restoration of her life and health. The 
saint instantly immersed himself in prayer for about 
ten minutes. Then he opened his eyes, lifted 
Vorotilov to his feet and said joyfully: 

“Well, my joy, the Lord is granting life to your 
wife. Go home in peace.” 

Vorotilov hurried home joyfully. There he 
learnt that his wife had felt relief precisely during 
those minutes which St. Seraphim had spent in 
prayerful labor. Soon she had quite recovered. 


To some the saint foretold their imminent death, 
not wishing them to pass into eternity without Chris- 
tian burial. In order to bring others to repentance, 
he told them of the punishments they would have 
to endure in the event of impenitence. At a time 
when Father Antony was abbot of Vysokogorsk and 
there was no suggestion of his being transferred, St. 
Seraphim foretold his speedy appointment to the 
Trinity Monastery of St. Sergius. Father Antony had 
come to ask him whether the thought of death which 
had become almost an obsession meant that he was 
soon to die. Ifso, he wished to resign and devote his 
last days to preparing his soul for eternity. The saint 
listened without changing his position, and at the 
end said: 

“Your thoughts are not right, not right at all, 
my joy! The providence of God is entrusting you 
with a great monastery.” 

On his way back Father Antony noticed that 
the monk who was travelling with him was weep- 
ing. “Why do you weep?” asked the abbot. The 
monk replied that he had met Father Seraphim as 
he was returning from his hermitage to the monas- 
tery, and that he had said to him: “Well, you will 
soon have to part with your superior.” 

As the end of his laborious life drew near, the 
saint not only did not relax his labors, but he even 
added to them. During the last years of his life he 
slept sitting on the floor with his back to the wall 
and his legs stretched out. But sometimes he rested 
his head on a stone or a block of wood, or he lay 
on the sacks, bricks and logs with which his cell 
was cluttered. But when the moment of departure 
from this world drew near, he knelt and slept on 
his knees with his face to the floor, supporting his 
head with his hands. Food he only took once a 
day, in the evening. When asked by a rich man 
why he wore such rags. He replied: 

“Joasaph the king’s son considered the monas- 
tic mantel given him by Barlaam the Solitary higher 
and dearer than the royal purple.”* 

St. Seraphim had by now completely died to 
the world, yet he did not cease to intercede before 
God with unbounded love for those living in it. 
Heaven had become his home. When visitors from 
Kursk asked him whether he had any message for 


* See St. Dimitry of Rostov, The Great Collection of the Lives 
of Saints, for 19 November. 
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his relatives, he pointed at the icons ofthe Savior 
and the Mother of God, and said with a smile: 

“These are my relatives, but for my living rela- 
tions I am a living corpse.” 

By this time all Russia knew and revered St. 
Seraphim as a great ascetic and wonder-worker. 
Priests and bishops distinguished for their spiritual 
life cherished the most profound respect and ad- 
miration for the man of God. Many of them wrote 
him letters, asking for his advice. Archbishop 
Antony of Voronezh, well known for his holy and 
ascetic life, was particularly devoted to him. Soon 
after the saint’s death, he said of him: 

“We are like penny candles, while he is like a 
pound candle, always burning before the Lord, both 
by his past life and by his present boldness before 
the Most Holy Trinity.” 

Princess K. S. Shahaeva reported a most as- 
tonishing prodigy. Her nephew had become para- 
lyzed and she took him to Sarov. The young man 
had to be carried on a bed into the monastery. 
Father Seraphim was standing at the door of his 
cell as if he had expected the sick man. He asked 
them at once to bring the patient into his cell and, 
turning to him, he said: 

“Pray, my joy, and I shall pray for you too; 
only mind, lie as you are and do not turn to the 
other side.” 

The man remained lying in obedience to the 
elder. But curiosity got the better of him. Glanc- 
ing back, he saw the saint standing in the air in an 
attitude of prayer. Involuntarily he cried out. Af 
ter finishing the prayer, Father Seraphim went up 
to him and said: 

“Now you will tell everyone that Seraphim is a 
saint, that he prays in the air. The Lord will have 
mercy on you (that is, He is going to heal you (cp. 
Phil. 2:27): 

But mind, protect yourself with silence, and 
do not tell anyone till the day of my death; other- 
wise your illness will return.” 

Actually the man rose from his bed, and though 
he still had to lean on people for support, he walked 
out of the cell. At the monastery hospital he was 
assailed with questions: “What did Father Seraphim 
do? What did he say?” But to everyone’s surprise he 
never said a word. He was completely healed and 
returned to St. Petersburg. Later he went to live on 


the estate of Princess Shahaeva. There he learnt that 
St. Seraphim had rested from his labors, and then 
he related the miracle of levitation. 

A year and ten months before his end, St. Sera- 
phim was granted a gracious visit by the Mother of 
God. This was Our Lady’s twelfth visit to him. It 
took place on the feast of the Annunciation, 25 
March 1831. Two days before it happened he told 
mother Eupraxia, an elderly nun of Diveyev, to come 
to him on that day. When she came he told her that 
they were going to have a vision of the Mother of 
God and he warned her not to be afraid. Then he 
knelt down and raised his hands to heaven. At that 
moment there was a noise as of a forest in a strong 
wind. When it subsided, what sounded like church 
singing could be heard. Then the door of the cell 
opened itself, it became light, brighter than day, and 
there was a wonderful fragrance like incense. The 
nun was terrified. The saint stood up and said: 

“Don't be afraid, child. It is not a misfortune, 
it is a mercy sent to us by God. Here is our most 
glorious, most pure Lady, the Most Holy Mother 
of God coming to us.” 

In front walked two angels holding branches 
which were just bursting into blossom. After them 
in white, shining garments came St. John the Bap- 
tist and St. John the Evangelist. Then came the 
Mother of God, accompanied by twelve virgins — 
saints and martyrs. The Queen of Heaven was 
wearing a monastic mantle like the one painted on 
the icon of Our Lady of Sorrows. It shone with 
extraordinary brightness and was inexpressibly 
beautiful. Over the mantle there was a kind of 
epitrachelion, and on her wrists were cuffs; both 
the epitrachelion and the cuffs were covered with 
crosses. On her head was a beautiful crown richly 
adorned with crosses. Both the crown and the di- 
vine face of the Heavenly Queen shone with such 
a light that it was impossible to look at them. The 
virgins followed her in pairs, also wearing crowns, 
in unutterable heavenly glory. The cell became 
spacious and its top was filled with flames like burn- 
ing candles. It was lighter than at noon; but it was 
a special light, brighter and whiter than sunlight. 
The Most Holy Virgin spoke to St. Seraphim as 
graciously as if he were of her own family. The 
nun was terrified and fell down. But the Mother 
of God set her at rest and told her to stand up. 
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And the holy virgins also comforted the nun and 
told her that they had not been granted their crowns 
and glory for nothing, but for the sufferings and 
outrages they had endured on earth. 

The Most Holy Mother of God talked for a long 
time with St. Seraphim, but the nun did not hear 
what they said. She only heard Our Lady ask him 
not to leave her Diveyev virgins, promising him her 
help and protection. Then she turned to the nun 
and, pointing to the virgins’ crowns, she promised 
the same reward to virgins and ascetics of today. 
Finally, she said to St. Seraphim: “Soon, my beloved, 
(or favorite, darling) you will be with us.” 

Then she blessed him, after which all the saints 
present one by one bid him farewell. In an instant 
everything had vanished. This vision lasted more 
than an hour. 

Though continually climbing higher and 
higher up the ladder of love and virtue, yet St. Sera- 
phim now knew that the time of his departure from 
this world was approaching. Even a year before his 
death he began to feel extreme exhaustion. At that 
time he had reached the age of 72. He went to his 
near hermitage less frequently now, and he did not 
always receive visitors even in Sarov. He suffered 
greatly from the wounds of his legs which gave him 
no rest till the end of his life and from which mat- 
ter oozed incessanily. Yet in appearance he was al- 
ways bright and cheerful, for in spirit he felt that 
heavenly peace and joy which are the riches of the 
glorious inheritance of the saints (Eph. 1:18). 

While continuing as before to grant wonderful 
healings to many of the faithful and to assist the 
salvation and welfare of many more by his amaz- 
ing gift of insight, St. Seraphim now began to fore- 
tell his near end. As he gave his last instructions to 
some people he said persistently: “We shall see one 
another no more.” He told others that they would 
now have to manage their.own affairs and see to 
their own salvation as they were bidding one an- 
other farewell for ever, and he asked them for their 
prayers. At this time he was often seen in his ante- 
room, sitting in his coffin meditating on the life 
beyond the grave and often weeping bitterly. And 
he would say to the Diveyev sisters: 

“My strength is giving out. Live alone now. | 
am leaving you to the Lord and to His immaculate 
Mother.” 


Some asked his blessing to visit him again in 
Sarov during the Great Fast, but he replied: 

“Then my door will be closed. You will 
not see me.” 

Soon it became evident, even from his physical 
appearance, that he could not last much longer. 
He began to give his last directions to his closest 
friends and fellow ascetics. For instance, his con- 
stant and true disciple, the blessed hieromonk 
Timon, abbot and founder of the Nadyaiyevsky 
Hermitage, came to see his beloved father, and the 
saint said to him: 

“Sow, Father Timon, sow! (cp. I] Timothy 4:2). 
Sow everywhere the wheat that has been given to 
you. Sow on the ground, sow on the sand, sow on 
the rock, sow by the wayside, sow among the thorns. 
Somewhere or other it will sprout and grow, and 
bear fruit, even though not seen. And do not hide 
in the earth the talent which has been given you, lest 
you be called to account by your Lord, but give it to 
the exchangers and let them trade with it.” 

Four months before St. Seraphim’s death, in 
August, 1832, Bishop Arsenius of Tambov came to 
Sarov. After inspecting the monastery, he visited St. 
Seraphim who was in his hermitage at the time and 
whom he found strengthening the bank of a small 
brook with stones. As soon as he saw the bishop, he 
left his work, threw himself at his feet and asked for 
his blessing. On entering his cell, Father Seraphim 
presented the bishop with a prayer rope, a bundle of 
candles wrapped in homespun linen, and a bottle of 
oil. Later he sent the bishop some wine. 

The bishop then opened the door which 
screened the empty space between the stove and 
the wall. There he saw a tiny oratory with a small 
icon and a burning lamp. It was so narrow that 
one man could only stand or kneel; to sit down or 
make oneself comfortable was quite impossible. 

Subsequently it became clear that the presents 
were connected with the saint’s approaching end, 
and implied a request to be remembered in prayer 
after his death. This request Bishop Arsenius con- 
scientiously carried out. The candles, oil and wine 
were used when he celebrated a requiem liturgy for 
the eternal repose of the blessed elder, while the 
rosary and linen he kept himself. 

Shortly before his end the saint had letters sent 
to certain people inviting them to see him in the 
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monastery. As for those of his friends who could 
not come, he instructed people to give messages 
after his death, adding in explanation: “They will 
not see me themselves.” 

A brother who came to him one evening no- 
ticed that it was dark in his cell. But hardly had 
the saint said that the lamp should be lighted — 
and crossed himself three times with the invoca- 
tion: “My Lady, Mother of God!”— than the lamp 
was lit of itself. The same brother came on an- 
other occasion. He opened the door and St. Sera- 
phim said: “O! my lamp has gone out, but it ought 
to burn!” And he began to pray before the image 
of the Mother of God. At that moment there ap- 
peared before the icon a bluish light which stretched 
itself out like a ribbon and began to spin round the 
wick of a large candle, which it lit. The saint took 
a small candle and, lighting it from the big one, 
handed it to the brother and began talking to him. 
At last he said: “Blow out the candle.” The monk 
obeyed. “There, that is how my life will go out,” 
said the saint, “and I shall be seen no more.” 

A certain brother seeing his holy life, asked him 
for his own edification: “Why don’t we, father, 
lead as strict a life as the ancient ascetics did?” 

“Because,” replied the saint, “we have no de- 
termination to do so. If we had the determina- 
tion, we should live as those fathers did who, in 
older times, shone with labors and piety; because 
God gives his grace and help to the faithful and to 
those who seek the Lord with all their heart now 
just as He did before. For according to the word of 
God, Jesus Christ is ‘the same yesterday, and today, 
and for ever? (Heb. 13: 18).” 

This profound and holy truth which St. Sera- 
phim had learned from actual experience in his 
own life was, so to say, his final message and the 
seal of his labors. 

A week before his end St. Seraphim went to 
the Christmas liturgy and had Holy Communion. 
After the liturgy he talked to Abbot Niphont, and 
then said good-bye to him and to the brethren. 

On New Year’s Eve, St. Seraphim measured his 
grave himself by the side of the sanctuary of the 
Cathedral of the Assumption, on the very spot he 
had marked with a stone on leaving reclusion. 

On 1 January 1833, a Sunday, St. Seraphim 
came for the last time to the Hospital Church. He 


went to the early liturgy, put candles before all the 
icons and kissed them, and partook of the Holy 
Mysteries as usual. After the liturgy he said good- 
bye to all the brethren, blessed and embraced them 
all, and comforted them with the words: 

“Save yourselves, (cp. Acts 2:40) don’t be de- 
spondent, be watchful. Crowns are being prepared 
for you today.” 

Then he kissed the holy cross and the icon of 
the Mother of God, and having made the usual acts 
of adoration in the sanctuary, he went round the 
altar and out by the north door as if to indicate that 
man comes into the world by one door (by way of 
birth) and goes out by another (by the gate of death). 

On the same day Father Paul, the monk occu- 
pying the next cell, noticed that the saint went out 
of his cell three times in the course of the day to 
the spot which he had assigned as the place burial 
where he spent some time looking at the ground. 
And in the evening he heard the man of God sing- 
ing in his cell the Paschal songs and glorifying 
Christ’s resurrection. 

At about 6:00 in the morning on 2 January 
1833, Father Paul, on leaving his cell to attend the 
early liturgy, noticed a smell of smoke. In St. 
Seraphim’s cell candles burnt perpetually, but when- 
ever he was warned of the danger of such a prac- 
tice, the saint usually replied: 

“As long as I am alive, there will be no fire; but 
when I die my end will be discovered by a fire.” 

That is exactly what happened. Having said 
the customary prayer, Father Paul knocked at St. 
Seraphim’s door, but there was no answer and the 
door was locked. He went and told some of the 
brethren, and one of them tore the door from its 
hinges. On entering, they saw that there was no 
fire but that some books and various coarse linen 
articles given to the saint by pious pilgrims and 
which lay in great disorder in the cell, were smol- 
dering. They had probably been kindled by a fallen 
candle whose candle-stick stood nearby. 

It was dark outside; there was no light in the 
cell, and the elder himself was nowhere to be seen. 
So they put out the smoldering things and then 
rushed to the church to tell the rest what had hap- 
pened. Many of the brethren went at once to the 
saint’s cell. They lit a candle and saw that St. Sera- 
phim was in his usual place of prayer on his knees 
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before a small lectern. He was wearing his usual 
white smock, bare-headed, and with his copper 
crucifix hanging from his neck. His arms were 
crossed on his chest and on the lectern lay a book 
from which he had been reading his rule of prayer 
before the icon of the Mother of God. 

Thinking that the elder was asleep, the monks 
tried to wake him but his soul had left its earthly 
shrine and returned to its Creator. St. Seraphim’s 
eyes were closed, but his face was vivacious and 
animated by his prayer and contemplation. Even 
his body was still warm. 

The news of the holy elder’s death quickly 
spread, and the whole neighborhood of Sarov 
flocked to the monastery. Especially acute was the 
sorrow of the Diveyev sisters, who in him had lost 
their spiritual father and guardian, their sorrow was 
all the more inconsolable since there was no one to 
take his place as their spiritual guide and director. 

On the very night of the saint’s death Abbot 
Philaret of the Glinsky monastery (Kursk District) 
went out of the church after matins and, glancing 
up at the sky, he was astonished to see an extraor- 
dinary light. Then the abbot saw in spirit that it 
was the soul of St. Seraphim, and he said to the 
brethren who were with him: 

“That is how the souls of the righteous depart 
to heaven! The soul of Father Seraphim is ascend- 
ing to heaven.” 

For eight days St. Seraphim’s body lay open in 
the Cathedral of the Assumption. His grave was 
prepared on the very spot which he had long since 
decided upon himself. Even a day before the fu- 
neral Sarov Monastery was filled with thousands 
of people who had gathered from the surrounding 
lands and provinces. On the day of the burial, at 
the liturgy, the cathedral was so crowded that the 
candles round the coffin melted and went out ow- 
ing to the stifling heat. The burial service was per- 
formed by Abbot Niphont with a large number of 
priests. The body was buried on the south side of 
the sanctuary of the cathedral. A cast iron monu- 
ment was afterwards erected over the grave with 
the inscription: “Lived to the glory of God 72 years, 
6 months and 12 days.” 

Even when his earthly pilgrimage was over, St. 
Seraphim continued to show people the same love 
and compassion by performing various miracles and 


healings for all who resorted to him with faith. And 
he still called them “my joy” as he did during his 
life. With special frequency he appeared to the 
monks of Sarov and to the Diveyev sisters for their 
healing and consolation. 

Thus, not more than half a year after St. 
Seraphim’s blessed life, a Diveyev sister became 
subject to fits of demonic possession. But one night 
she seemed to be in the Diveyev church with Fa- 
ther Seraphim who took her by the hand and 
seemed to lead her into the sanctuary; he went 
round the altar with her, and all of a sudden she 
felt light and well. On waking up, she made the 
sign of the cross and found that she was completely 
healed. The attacks never returned and she en- 
joyed perfect health. 

Another sister of the Diveyev convent had a 
serious affliction of the eyes. On the eve of the 
New Year 1832 she had a dream and saw herself in 
the Church of Our Lady of Tichvinsk. Then she 
saw St. Seraphim in white vestments come out of 
the royal gates. He gave her the aer (the oblong 
covering of the chalice and paten) and told her to 
wipe her eyes with it. 

“Is that you, father?” She asked him. 

“What an unbeliever you are, my joy,” he re- 
plied. “You asked me yourself, and you don’t be- 
lieve. Iam celebrating the liturgy in your church.” 

Then the saint vanished and so did the nun’s 
eye disease. The Russian ascetic and writer of 
Mount Athos, hieromonk Seraphim, well-known 
under the name “Svyatogorets” in his private notes 
recorded the following: 

“In 1849 I fell ill. My illness was acute. I did 
not think that I would live. No remedies helped 
me. I was in despair. Only late one evening in 1850 
someone said to me softly: “Tomorrow is the day of 
the death of Father Seraphim, the Sarov elder. Serve 
a requiem liturgy and pannykhida for him, and he 
will heal you.” This comforted me greatly. Although 
I did not know Father Seraphim personally, when I 
was in Sarov in 1838 I learnt to love and trust him. 
These feelings were further strengthened when in 
1839 I dreamt that I was serving a moleben to Fa- 
ther Seraphim with all my soul and loudly sang: 
“Holy Father Seraphim, pray for us! Only when I 
had to read the Gospel, I did not know which to 


read, for a saint or some other. Suddenly someone 
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said to me: ‘Read Matthew, section 36 (this is the 
Gospel appointed for Martyrs). At these words of a 
mysterious voice I woke up. From that time until 
now I sincerely believe that Father Seraphim isa great 
saint of God. But to return to what I was saying. 
After the mysterious suggestion to pray for Father 
Seraphim, being unable myself, I asked someone to 
serve a liturgy and pannykhida for him, and as soon 
as that had been done, my illness passed. I felt an 
extraordinary peace, and was delivered from the vio- 
lence of the enemy. And from that time until now 
by the grace of God I have been well.” 

In 1858, on Wednesday of the fifth week of the 
Great Fast, the Diveyev nun Evdokia with other sis- 
ters filled an enormous ice-cellar with ice, but slipped 


and fell from a height of 20 feet. They picked her 


up unconscious. Later she complained of terrible. . 


pain in her side and head and the least touch made 
her faint. The doctor found her in a critical state. 
For two weeks she scarcely slept from pain. Then at 
midnight on Great Thursday she fell into a light sleep 
and saw St. Seraphim come into her cell and say: “I 
have come to visit my paupers (that is what he used 
to call the Diveyev sisters). J haven't been here for a 
long time.” The sick nun cried out with bitter tears: 
“Father, how my side hurts! the saint made the sign 
of the cross over the battered place, saying: “I am 
putting on a plaster and a bandage for you,” after 
which he vanished. Evdokia woke up but her cell 
was absolutely empty and quiet, so she went to sleep 
again. At five in the morning she woke up lying on 
the smashed side without feeling the least pain. She 
said afterwards that she “felt for a long time as if 
there was a plaster on the bad place.” On that very 
day she rose from her bed without any help and told 
everyone about her miraculous healing. 

the saint healed many by telling them to drink 
water from his spring and wash with it. Thus two 
years after his death a Diveyev sister was dying of fe- 
ver and had lost the use of her arm. In a dream she 
saw the saint who asked her why she did not come to 
him to the spring. Then taking her by the hand, he 
lifted her up and told her to go to the spring without 
fail. When she woke up, her hand was healed; and 
when the sisters took her to Seraphim’s spring and 
poured water on her, she recovered completely. 

Captain Teplov, who had a great devotion to 
St. Seraphim, went to Sarov in 1834 with his 


three-year-old daughter who had diseased legs. 
Having attended a pannykhida at the elder’s grave, 
they went to the spring, firmly believing that God 
would have mercy on the child through the saint’s 
prayers. The child drank the water and they bathed 
her legs. Then they took some of the water in- 
tending to have the service of the blessing of water 
for her. But at the entrance to the monastery the 
child suddenly asked to get down from her nurse’s 
arms. The nurse put her down and began to lead 
her by the hand. But the girl pulled out her hand 
and ran ahead. Her cure was complete, and the 
party hurried to the saint’s grave to thank him for 
his gracious intercession. 

In 1856 the only son of the vice-governor of 
Kostroma province who was eight years old began 
to suffer from spasms in the stomach which devel- 
oped into a serious illness with fits so that his par- 
ents began to despair of his life. At that time anun 
gave the sick boy’s mother an account of the life 
and labors of Seraphim of Sarov which both par- 
ents began to read to the child. One night the boy 
saw in a dream the Savior, surrounded by angels, 
Who promised to heal him if he would do what an 
elder who was coming to him ordered him to do. 
Afterwards an elder appeared to him and, calling 
himself Seraphim, said: 

“If you want to be well, take some water from 
what is called Seraphim’s Spring in Sarov forest and 
for three days morning and evening wash your head, 
chest, hands and feet, and drink it.” 

In the morning the child told his parents his 
dream, but they wondered how to get the water. 
On the following morning the child told them 
another dream. The Mother of God surrounded 
by angels had appeared to him and lovingly or- 
dered him to do what the elder had told him. On 
the same day a lady returned from Sarov and the 
parents asked her to help them to get some water 
from Seraphim’s Spring. The lady at once sent them 
a bottle of the water. And when they had done 
what the saint had told them, the boy gradually 
got better until he recovered completely. 

Others St. Seraphim saved from thieves and rob- 
bers. Thus a pilgrim was once going through the 
Mouromsk forest. In a deserted place she heard ter- 
rible shrieks and groans. She had with her a picture 
of Father Seraphim. She took it out and crossed 
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herself with it as well as the place from which the 
shouts came. Soon she met two mutilated men who 
told her that robbers had wanted to kill them but 
had suddenly run away. Later the police caught the 
robbers, who repented and confessed what they had 
done in the forest. They said that just when they 
were going to deal the last blow to their victims, a 
stooping white-haired monk in a crumpled 
kamilavka and a white smock came running out of 
the forest. He shook his finger at them and shouted: 
“Just you wait! Behind him ran a crowd of people 
with sticks. The robbers were shown the picture of 
Father Seraphim which had been taken from the pil- 
grim, and they immediately recognized him. 

Once St. Seraphim appeared in a dream to a 
shop-keeper’s wife of Shatsk who had known him 
during his life and who deeply respected: him, 
and said: 

“During the night thieves broke into your son’s 
shop, but I took a broom and began to sweep near 
the shop, and they went away.” 

And actually in the morning all the locks were 
found torn off, but the shop was intact and un- 
touched. 

In 1865, when in Mrs. B’s house on Christ- 
mas eve presents were distributed to the needy, 
the saint appeared in the form of a bent, white- 
haired old man. To the servant who was distrib- 
uting the presents he explained that he had not 
come for alms but that he had to see the mistress 
personally. When one servant whispered to an- 
other that he was probably a tramp, the old man 
said that he would come again when the mistress 
would be at home, and went away. Then the ser- 
vant who had spoken felt sorry for him and ran 
after him, but he had disappeared. And they .did 
not tell their mistress about the old man.’ But in 
a dream someone said to the suspicious servant: 

“You spoke inconsiderately. It was not a tramp 
who came, but a great saint of God.” 

On the following morning a parcel came by 
post for Mrs. B. It contained a picture of Father 
Seraphim feeding a bear, in which those who had 
talked to the old man the previous evening 


recognized him as St. Seraphim. 


In 1891 a chapel was built over St. Seraphim’s 
tomb. In 1895 the bishop of Tambov presented 
the Holy Synod with the findings of the special 
commission which had been appointed to investi- 
gate the miracles and healings obtained through 
the prayers of Father Seraphim, of which 94 cases 
were examined. Later, at the beginning and at the 
end of 1897, the bishop of Tambov presented the 
Holy Synod with collections of copies of the writ- 
ten declarations of various persons regarding the 
miracles and healings performed by St. Seraphim’s 
prayers. Finally, on 19 July 1902, on St. Seraphim’s 
birthday, His Imperial Majesty, the Emperor Nicho- 
las Alexandrovich, was pleased to remind the Holy 
Synod of the departed elder’s continued labors of 
prayer and of the popular devotion to his memory, 
and to express the wish that the process of canoni- 
zation which had been started by the Holy Synod 
should be carried through to its conclusion. 

At the beginning of 1903, fully convinced of 
the truth and authenticity of the miracles accom- 
plished through the prayers of St. Seraphim, the 
Holy Synod passed a resolution numbering him 
among the company of the saints glorified by the 
gtace of God and recognizing his remains as holy 
relics, For the latter a rich silver-plated shrine was 
prepared at their Imperial Majesties’ expense. 

The solemn glorification of the newly canon- 
ized servant of God was celebrated in the presence 
of the Emperor and Empress and other members 
of the Imperial Family, and many thousands of 
people, on 19 July 1903. It was accompanied by 
large numbers of healings granted through the in- 
tercession of St. Seraphim, the Saroy wonder- 
worker.* 

By his prayers may the Lord God preserve us 
all from all sorrow and sickness! And to God Who 
is wonderful in His saints be all honor, glory and 
adoration, always, now and for ever, and to the ages 
of ages. Amen. 


* For a remarkable account of the glorification ceremonies, sec 
the eye-witness account by David Bell MacGowan, originally 
published in The Century (Sept. 1904), and reprinted in Liv- 
ing Orthodoxy (Vol. XI #5; #65, Sept.-Oct. 1989, pp. 19-28. 


Edited from a transiation (originally published in English by Holy Trinity Monastery) 
of the Life prepared (in =— for the psbescoaes se ceremonies = St. ee in 1903. 


